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THE 


PROLOGUE. 


Id thoſe, who never try d, conceive the Sweat, 

The Toil requir'd, to make a Play complete ; 
They'd pardon, or encourage all that cou'd 
Pretend to be but tolerably good. 
Plot, Wit, and Humour's hard to meet in one, 
And yet without em all, —alÞ's lamely done : 
One Wit, perhaps, another Humour paints ; 
A third defigns you well, but Genius wants; 
A fourth begins with Fire ut, ab! tos weak te 

hold it, faints. 
A Modern Bard, who late adorn'd the Bars, 
Whoſe Muſe advanc'd his Fame to envy'd Praiſe, 
Was flill obſerv'd to want his Fudgment moſt in Plays. 
Thoſe, he too often found, requir'd the Pain, 
And ſtronger Forces of a wig'rous Brain: 
Nay, even alter'd Plays, like old Houſes mended, 
Coft little leſi than new, before they're ended; 
Alt leaſt, our Author finds the Experience true, 
For equal Pains had mad: this =:hally nexw : 
And tho the Name ſees 07.1, the Scenes will fboww 
Wat bi,, in Fact, na more the ſame, than now 
Fam'd Chatiworth is, <uhat *txvas ſome Yoars ago. 
Pardon the Boldneſs, that a Play jhai"d dare, 
With Works of ſo much Wonder to compare : 
But as that Fabrich's ancient Walls or li 92d 
Where little worth, to make this new one good 3 
So of this Play, we hope, "tis under ftood. 
For tho" from former Scenes fame Hints he dranvs, 
The Ground-P/ats e-Poll; chang hem what it was :; 
Net but he hopes youll! find enough that's nec, 
In Plat, in Perſons, Wit, au Humour too : 
Yet what's net bis, he owns in others N gt, 
Nor tails he mow for Fare, but y:ur Delight. 
If that's attaiu'd, what's matter av ofe the Play's; 
Applaud the Scenes, and jt; To hb: of the Pr ilk. 
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Dramatis Perſons. 


M E N. 

Sir Solomon Sadlife, Mr. Fobn/on. 
Clerimont, Mr. Booth. 
Careleſs, Mr. Wilks. 
Atall, Mr. Cibber. 
Capt. Strut, Mr. Bowen. 
Sir Squabble Splithair, Mr. Norris. 
Saunter, Mr. Pack. 
Old Mr. Wilful, Mr. Bullock. 
Sir Harry Atall, Mr. Croſs. 
S upple, Mr . Fairbank. 
Dr . Blifter . 
Rhubarb, 
Finder. 

WOMEN. 
Lady Dainty, Mrs. Oldfeld. 
Lady Sadliſe, Mrs. Croſs. 
Clarinda, Mrs. Rogers. 
Sylvia, Mrs. Braadſba to. 
Wifhwell, Mrs. Saunders. 


Situp, 


Mrs. Brown. 
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Sick Ladys Cure. 


ACTIL SCENE LT 
The P ARK. 


Enter Clerimont and Atall. 


CLERIMONT. 
WR. Atall, your very humble Servant. 
& At. O Clerimont, ſuch an Adventure, (I 
was juſt a going to your Lodgings,) fuck 
| a tranſporting Accident! in ſhort, I am 
no poſitively fix'd in Love for altogether. 
| Cler. All the Sex together, I believe. 
At. Nay, if thou doſt not believe me, and ſtand my 
Friend, I am ruin'd paſt Redemption. * 
Cier. Dear Sir, if I ſtand your Friend without be- 
lieving you, wo'n't that do as well? But why ſhou'd 
| you think I don't believe you? I have ſcen you twice 

in love within this Fortnight ; and it wou'd be hard in- 
deed to ſuppoſe, a Heart of ſo much Matle could not 
hold out a third Engagement. 


— — 
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At. Then to be ſerious in one Word, I am honoura- 
bly in love; and if ſhe proves the Woman I am ſure 
ſhe muſt, will poſitively marry her- 

Cler. Marry ! O degenerate Virtue ! 

At. Now will you help me? 

Cler. Sir, you may depend upon me: But that I 
may be the better able to ſerve you,—all things in or- 
der, pray give me leave firit to aſk a Queſtion or 
two: What is this Honourable Lady's Name ? 

At. Faith, I don't know. 

Cler. What are her Parents? 

At. I can't tel]. 

Cler What Fortune has ſhe? 

At. 1 don't know. 

Cler. Where does ſhe live? 

At. I can't tell. | 

Cler. A very conciſe Account of the Perſon you de- 
ſign to marry. Pray, Sir, what is't you do know of her? 

At. That Til tell you! Coming yeſterday from 
Greenwich by Water, 1 overtook a pair of Oars ; whoſe 
tovely Freigat was one ſingle Lady, and a Fellow in a 
handſome Livery in the Stern. When I came up, I 
had at firſt reſolv'd to uſe the Privilege of the Element, 
and bait her with Watcrman's Wit, till I came to the 
Bridge: But as ſoon as the iaw me, inſtead of turning 
her Head ade, cr cramming her Hoods in her Mouth 
to raiſe my Curioſiiy, ſhe very prudently prevented my 
Deiign ; and as I pais'd, buw'd to me with an humble 
Bluſh, that tpo!:ze at once ſuch Senſe, ſo juſt a Fear, 
and \lodeily, as put the looceit of my Thoughts to rout. 
And when the found her Fears had mov'd into me Man- 
ners, the cautious Gloom that ſat upon her Beauties, 
diſappear'd; her ſparkling Eyes re/um'd their native 
Fire; the look'd, ſhe ſmil'd, ſhe ta!k'd, while her dif- 
fuſive Charms new fir'd my Heart, and gave my Soul 
a Soſtneis it never felt before. To be brief, her Con- 
veriation was as Charming as ber Perſon, both eaſy, un- 
conitrain'd, and ſprighily: But then her Limbs! O 
ra pturous Tnought! Phe ſnowy Down upon the Wings 
or unfledg'd Love, had never half that Softnels. 


C/-r. Raptures indeed. Pray, Sir, how came you ſo 
well acquainted with her Limbs? 


| 
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At. By the moſt fortunate Misfortune ſure that ever 
was: For as we were ſhooting the Bridge, her Boat, 
by the Negligence of the Waterman, running againſt 
the Piles, was over-ſet ; out jumps the Footman to take 
care of a fingle Rogue, and down went the poor Lady 
to the bottom. My Boat being before her, the Stream 
drove her, by the Help of her Clothes, towards me; 
at ſight of her I . in, caught her in my Arms, 
and with much ado ſupported her till my Waterman 
pull'd in to fave us. But the charming Difficulty of her 
gettnig into the Boat, gave me a Tranſport that all the 
wide Water in the Thames had not Power to cool: For, 
Sir, while I was giving her a litt into the Boat, I found 
the floating of her Clothes had left her lovely Limbs be- 
neath as bare as new-born Yenus riſing from the Sea. 

Cler. What an impudent Happinetis art thou capable 
of ! 

At. When ſhe was a little recover'd from her Fright, 
ſhe began to enquire my Name, Abode, and Circum- 
ſtances, that ſhe might know to whom ſhe ow'd her 
Life, and Preſervation. Now, to tell you the truth, I 
durſt not truſt her with my real Name, left ſhe ſhould 
from thence have diſcover'd that my Father was now 
actually under Bonds to marry me to another Woman; 
ſo Faith, I ev'n told her my Name was Freeman, a 
Glouceſterſhire Gentlemam. of a good Ellate, juſt come 
to Town about a Chancery Suit. Beides, | was unwil- 
ling any Accident ſhould let my Father know of my 
being yet in Erg/and, leit he ſhould find me out, and 
force me to marry the Woman I never ſaw, (for which, 
you know, he commanded me home) before I have 
time to prevent it. 

Cler. Well, but cou'd not you learn the Lady's 
Name all this while? 

At. No Faith, ſhe was inexorable to all Iatreatie:; 
only told me in general Perms, that if what | vow'd 
to her was ſincere, ſh: wou'd give me proof in a few 
Days, what t'azards ſhe wor'd run to r. quite my Ser— 
vices; fo, aſter laing toll her where ſhe miglit hear 
of me, I ſaw her into a Chair, prets'd ter by the cold 
Roly Fingers, Kiiz'd 'em warm, and parted. 
| A 5 Cler. 
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Cler. What! Then you are quite off of the Lady, 1 
ſuppoſe, that you made an Acquaintance with in the 
Park laſt Week. 

At. No, no; not fo neither: One's my Juno, all 
Pride, and Beauty; but this my Ferns, all Lite, Love, 
and Soſtneſs. Now, what I beg of tkee, dear Clerimont, 
is this: Mrs. Tux, as I told you, having done me 
the honour of a civil Viſit or two at my own Ledgings, 
1 muſt needs borrow thine to entertain Mrs. Venus in: 
For if the Rival Goddeſſes ſhould meet, and claſh, 
vou know there wou'd be the Devil to do between 'em. 

Cler. Well, Sir, my Ledgings are at your Service: 
But you muſt be very private, aud ſober, I can tell you; 
for my Landiady's a Pr:{;;terias ;-if ſhe ſuſpects your 
Deſign, you're blown up, depend upon't. 

At. Don't fear, VI] be as careful as a guilty Con- 
ſcience: But 1 want immediate Poſlefiien ; for I expect 
to hear from her every Mloment; and have already di- 
rected her to ſend thither. Pr'ythee come with me. 

Cler. Faith, you muſt excuſe me; I expect ſome 
Ladies in the Park that I wou'd not mils of for an Em- 
pire: But yoncer's my Servant, he ſhall conduct you. 

At. Very good! that will do as well then: I'll ſend 
my Man along with him, to expect her Commands, and 
call me if ſhe ſends: And in the mean time, I'll een 
go home to my own Lodgings; for to tell you the 
Truth, I expect a {mall Rleſſage there from my God- 
deſs Imperial. And I am not fo much in love with 
my new Bird in the Buſh, as to let Vother fly out of my 
Hand for her. 

Cler. And prav, Sir, what Name does your God- 
Gels Imperial (as you call her) know you by? 

At. O, Sir, with her I paſs for a Man of Arms, and 
am calld Col. Strut; with my new Face, John 
Freeman of Flatland-Hall, Eſq: But Time flies; I 
muſt leave you. 

Cler. Well, dear Atall, I'm yours. —Gccd luck to 
you, [Ex. At] What a happy Fellow is this, that 
owes his Succeſs with the Women purely to his In- 
conttoncy ? What a Blockhead am l, to taint my In- 
chnations With Wintec, when 1 have ſo many daily 
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Examples before my Eyes, of Peoples being ill us'd for 


their Sincerity ? here comes another too almoſt as happy 
as he, a Fellow that's wiſe enough to be but half in love, 
and makes his whole Life a udied Idleneſs. 

Enter Careleſs. 

Cler. So Careleſi you're conſtant, I ſee, to your Morn- 
ing's Saunter. Well ! how ſtand Matters? I hear ſtrange 
things of thee; that after having rail'd at Marriageali thy 
Life, thou haſt reſolv'd to fall into the Nooſe at all. 

Care. I don't fee any great Terror in the Nooſe, (as 
you call it) when a Man's weary of Liberty: The li- 
berty of playing the Fool, when one's turn'd of thirty, 
15 not of much Value. 

Cler. Hey-day ! Then you begin to have nothing in 
your Head now, but Settlements, Children, and the 
main Chance ? 

Care. Ev'n ſo, faith; but in hopes to come at 'em 
too, I am forc'd very often to make my way thro' Pills, 
Elixirs, Bolus's, Ptizans, and Gallipots. 

Cler. What, is your Miſtreſs an Apothecary's Widow? 

Care. No, but the is an Apothecary's Shop, and keeps 
as many Drugs in her Bedchamber ; ſhe has her Phy- 
ſick for ev'ry hour of the Day and Night — for tis vul- 
gar, ſhe ſays, to be a Moment in rude and perfect Health, 
Her Bed is lin'd with Poppies ; the black Boys at the 
Feet, that the Healthy employ to bear Flowers in their 
Arms, ſhe loads with Diaſcordium, and other ſleepy 
Potions; her Sweet-bags, inſtead of the common and of- 
fenſive Smels of Mufk and Amber, breathe nothing but 
the more modiſh and ſalubrious Scents of Hart's-horn, 
Rue, and Aſatcetida. 

Cler. Why, at this rate ſhe's only bt to be the Con- 
ſort of Hippocrates. But pray what other Charms has 
this extraordinary Lady ? 

Care. She has one, Jom, that a Man may reliſh with- 
out being ſo deep a Phyſician. 

Cler. What's that ? 

Care. Why two thouſand Pound a Year. 

Care. No vulgar Beauty, I confeſs, Sir: But cant 
thou for any Conſideration throw thy felt into this Ho 
pital, this Box of Phyfick, and lie all Night Læaf- Gold 
upcn a Pill ? Care. 
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Care. O dear Sir, this is not half the Evil; her Hu- 
mour is as fantaſtick as her Diet; nothing that is Exg- 
li muſt come near her: all her Delight is in foreign 
Impertinencies : Her Rooms are all of Zapan, or Peærſſa, 
her Dreſs Indian, and her Equipage are all Monſters : 
The Coachman came over with his Horſes, both from 
Ruſjia, (Flanders are too common) the reſt of her Trim 
are a mottly croud of Blacks, Tawny, Olives, Feula- 
mots, and pale Blues : In ſhort, ſhe's for any thing that 
comes from beyond Sea ; her greateſt Monſters are thoſe 
of her own Country ; and ihe 15 in love with nothing 
o'this fide the Line but the Apothecarics. 

Cler. Apothecaries quotiia! why your fine Lady, 
for aught I ſee, is a perfect Dole of Folly and Phyſick ; 
in a Month's time ſhe'll grow like an Antimonial Cup, 
and a Kits will de able to work with you. 

Care. But to prevent that, 7%, I deſign upon the 
Wedding-Day to break all ker Gallipots, kick the Doc- 
tor down Stairs, and force her, inſtead of Phyſick, to 
take a hearty Meal ol a ſwinging Rump of boil'd Beef 
and Carrots, and ſo 'jaith I have told her. 


Cler. That's ſomething famiilar: Are you ſo near 
Man and Wite ? 


Care. O nearer, for [ ſometimes plague her till ſhe 
hates the very Sight of me. 

Cler. Ha! ha! very good! So being a very trouble- 
ſome Lover, you pretend to cure her of her Phyſick by 
a Counter- Poiſon. | 

Care. Right, I intend to fee a Doctor to preſcribe her 
an Hour of my Converſation to be taken every Night 


and Morning ; and this to be continued till her Fever 
of Averſion's over. 


Cler. An admirable Recipe ! 


Care. Well, Tom, but how fland thy own Affairs? 
Is Clarinda kind yet ? 

Cler. Faith I can't fay ſhe's abſolutely kind, but ſhe's 
pretty near it: For ſhe's grown fo ridiculouſly ill-hu- 
mour'd to me of late, that it ſhe keeps the fame Airs a 
Week longer, I am in hopes to find as much Eaſe from 
her Folly, as my Conſtancy wou'd from her Good-na- 
ture But to be plain, I'm afraid I have ſome ſecret Ri- 
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- WW {2 


The Sick Lady's Cure. 13 


val in the Caſe; for V+ vinen's Vanity ſeldom gives them 
Courage enough to wie an old Lover heartily il, il they 
are firit ſure of a new one, that ily inte n ty i better, 

Care. What fays Sir Solomon Lie i- your Friend, I 
preſume, 

Cler. Yes, at leuſt I can ma ir. when I pleaſe ; 
there is an odd HV hundred Fund i er Fortune, that 
he has a great ind ſhou'd flick to} Fingers, when he 
pays is the rei cut; which | am; id Imutt comply 


with, for ſhe can'c. aftly marry wr his Conſent. And 
ret ſhe's io altere in ner Beto i: late that I ſcarce 
— what to do—t'r'vihec tak j'1.rn, and adviſe me. 
Care. With al mv i: art. [ Exeunt. 


TheS CEN E changrs to Sir $6'0mon Sadlife's Houſe. 


Enter Sir Sciomon, and Supple his Man. 

Sir Scl. Suppie, doi not thou perceivel put a great Con- 
fdence in the? I wull thee with my Boſom Secrets. 

Sup. Ves, Sir. 

Sir Sol. Ali Supple ! I begin to hate my Wife 
but be ſecret. 

Sup. I'll never tell while I live, Sir. 

Sir Sol. Nay then I'il truſt thee further: Between thee 
and I, Supple, I have reaion to believe my Wife hates 
me too. | 

Sup. Ah! Dear Sir, I doubt that's no Secret; for to ſay 
the 'I'ruth, my Lady is bitter young and gameſome. 

Sir Sol. But can ſhe have the Impudence, think'ſt 
thou, to make a Cuckold of a Knight, one that was 
dubb'd by tie Royal Sword ? 

Sup. Alas! Sir, I warrant ſl'as the Courage of a 
Counteſs, if ſhe's once provck'd, ſhe cares not what 
ſhe does in her Paſſion; if you were ten times a 
Knight, ſhe'd give you Dub for Dub, Sir. 

Sir Sol. Ah! Supple, when her Blood's up, I con- 
feſs ſhe's the Devil; and I queſtion if the whole Con- 
clave of Cardinals could lay her. But ſuppoſe ſhe ſhou'd 
reſolve to give me a Sample of her Sex, and make me 
a Cuckold in cool Blood? | 

Sup. Why it the ſhou'd, Sir, don't take it ſo to 
heart, Cuckolds are no ſuch Monſters now-a-days : In 


the 
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the City you know, Sir, it's ſo many honeſt Men's For- 
tune, that no body minds it there ; and at this end of the 
Town a Cuckold has as much Reipett as his Wife, for 
ought I ſee: For Gentlemen don't w but it may be 
their own Caſe another Day, and fo People are willing 
to doas they would be done by. 

Sir Sol. And yet I do not think but my Spouſe is ho- 
neſt——and think ſhe is not——wou'd 1 were fatisfy'd. 

Sup. Troth, Sir, I don't know what to think, but 
in my Conſcience I believe good looking aſter can do 
her no harm. 

Sir Scl. Right, Supple, and in order to it, P11 firſt de- 
moliſh her viſiting Days: For how do I know but they 
may be ſo many private Clubs for Cuckoldom. 

Sup. Ah! Sir, your Worſhip knows I was always 
againſt your coming to this End of the Town. 

Sir $2]. Thou wert indeed, my honeſt Supple: But Wo- 
man! fair and faithleis Woman, worm'd and work'd 
me to her Wiſhes ; like fond Mark Anthony I let my Em- 
pire moulder from my Hands, and gave up all for Love. 
O Fool, to truſt thy Honour with a Woman ! A Race of 
Vipers! They were Deceivers, Supp/c, from the Be- 
ginning. [Vil have no Viſiters, that's determin'd. 

Sup. Truly, Sir, I begin to think there's nothing 
ſav'd by them in the Veai's End. 

Sir Sol. O Szupple, I run mad when I think on't; 
every powder'd Wigg | meet, is 2 Piece of Ordnance 
planted againſt my Honour; the rattiing of a fine Cha- 
riot gives me the Spleen, and my very Soul's ſet on 
edge at the Squ ak of a Ficdle. 

Sup. And what's more provoking, Sir, the abomi- 
able Rogues always pitch upon this Side the Park for 
their Muſick an Intrigues. 

Sir Sol. Dogs! Villains! Nlonſters ! Zbud! I've been 
in a Sweat ever fince I liv'd here twice or thrice a 
Week all the Cuckold-malzcer: in Town rendezvous under 
my Window. Infupportable—! muſt have a young Wife 
with a Murrain to mel hate her.tcce—and yet the De- 
vil on't is, I'm fill jealous of her—Stay ! let me reckon 
up all the faſhionable Virtues ſhe has that can mae a Man 
happy. In the firſt place —I think her very vgly, —— 

Cup. 
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Sup. Ah! that's becauſe you are marry'd to her, Sir. 

Sir Soi. As for her Expences, no Arithmetick can 
reach em; ſhe's always longing for ſomething dear and 
uſeleſs 3 ſhe will certainly ruin me in China, Silks, Rib- 
bons, Fans, Laces, Perfumes, Waſhes, Powder, Patches, 
Jeſſamine Gloves, and Ratiha. 

Sup. Ah! Sir, that's a cruel Liquor with 'em. 

Sir Sal. To ſum up all wou'd run me mad The 
only way to put a ſtop to her Career, mult be to put of 
my Coach, turn away her Chairmen, lock out her Sαναν 
Porter, barr up the Doors, Keep out all Viſiters, and 
then ſhe'l! be leis expeniive. 

Sup. Ay Sir, for tew Women think it worth their 
while to dreſs for their 6 uſbands. 

Sir Sal. Tnen we ſha'n't be plagu'd with my old La- 
dy Tittle-tattie's Howd'ye's in a Morning, nor my La- 
dy Dainty's Spleen, or the ſudden Indiipolition of that 
grim Beait her Lorrible Dutch Natl, 

Sup. No, Sir, nor the Impertinence of that great 
fat Creature, my Lady Savil/-Toa. 

Sir Cel. And her ſquinticy Davghter. No, no: Let 
the Tide run ſomcwhereelle ; I am refolv'd to know the 
Happineſs of living in Silence, without the Din of a 
Viſiting-Day, ſpent in a continual Jargon of Imperti- 
nence, cf this pretty Lace, and that pretry Ribband ; 
this News of the Ring, and that of the Circle; this 
Party for Plays, and other for Z:n:chs and Opera's ; 
one laughs in Gaut, another ſneezes in Elami At; and 
Hey! all their Clacks go together with a Pabe! of Sounds, 
till their Scandal and Faſhions are all runover ; and then, 
to the Peace of the Neighbourhood, they part with the 
ſame Impertinence they enter'd. No, Sufple, 


after this Night, nothing in Petticoats ſtall come within 
ten Yards of my Doors. 


Sup. Nor in Preeches neither? 
Sir Sal. Only Mr. C!rimont; ſor J expect him to ſ gn 
Articles with me for the five hundred Pound be s to 
ive me, for thatungovernable Jade my Niece Clæarinda. 
Afide.) Ha! ſee, who's that? [ Knocking. 


Sup. O, Sir, tis the three range Suitors that we u'd 
marry Madam Carina. | 


Sir 
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Sir Sol. Let 'em come in: I'll divert myſelf by laugh- 
ing at them a little, and then ſend 'em about their 
Buſineſs, like Fools as they came. | 


Re-enter Supple, with Capt. Strut, Sir Squabble 
Splithair, and Saunter. 


Sir Sal. Well, Gentlemen, your Buſineſs with me, I 
underſtand is much the ſame ; my Conſent to your mar- 
rying my Kinſwoman: I ſhouw'd be g'ad if any of you 
bring Pretences that I like; and ſo it you pleaſe, Gen- 
tlemen, one after another; and when I have 
heard you all, Vilgive you my Anlwer: And in 
the firit place, what are you, Sir ? 

Capt. I, Sir, ama Man cf Honour. 

Sir Sol. Pray Sir, what's that, a Lord ? 

Capt. No, Sir, one that ſcorns to take a Lye, or pay 
Debts. 

Sir Sol. Humh ! that's pretty near the matter. 
an cxtraordinary Perion. Where do you live, Sir ? 

Capt. Wiy, heie, and there, Sir: I'm a Man 
of a frank Nature, and am always at home. 

Sir Scl. Where do you ſleep a-nights ? 

Capt. No where! | fit up every Night at the Tavern; 
and in the Morning,—lie rough in the Round-Ftca/e. 

Sir Sol. Pray, Sir, how do you ſpend your Time 
when you are out of a Tavern? 

Capt. I play Crimp, Matches at Tennis, Bowls, and 
Picquet ; and get in deſperate Debts for young Fellows, 
that dare not fight for themſelves. 

Sir So/. Are you never run through the Body? 

Capt. Often Sir; yet I fear nothing but a Pari, ora 
Caurt-Maſcal.— Sir, I Kits every Woman that miles, 
and kick every Man that frowns upon me : for I take 
both to my ſelf, whether they meant me, or not. 

Sir Sl. How, Sir! ſtrike before you know whether 
you are aftronted, or not? I thought you were a Man 
of Honour. | 

Capt. So I am, Sir, and wou'd not have it ſtain d 
in quarrelling. Delays look ſcurvily: Fir!t Blows are 
beſt. When a Man looks angry upon me, and :ays any 
thing I dou't underitand, I knock him down; and then 

"tis 
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tis no matter whether I underſtand him or no=—Shall a 
Raſcal, becauſe he has read Books, talk pertly to me ? 

Sir Sol. Why, Sir, are not your Men of Honour 
given to Learning? 

Capt. Thoſe that think it worth their while, are; but 
we generally leave that to the Chaplain, and the Chap- 
lain ſometimes leaves it to the Agent——Our Diſputes 
need but little Reading ; Blows, Blood, and Wounds, 
are Soldiers Arguments, Sir. 

Sir Sal. Nay, Sir, I ſha'n't diſpute with you.—But 
pray, Sir, what can you ſettle upon my Kiniwoman ? 

Capt. My Glory, and my Sword. 

Sir Sal. A Jointure of vaſt Honour, I muſt confels, 
Pray, Sir, where may your Glory lie ? 

Capt. In the Gazette. 

Sir Sol. And your Sword the Silver-hilted one, 
I mean. 

Capt. At the Pawwn-broker's. 

Sir Sol. And pray, Sir, why wou'd you marry ? 

Capt. Sir, I owe above fifteen hundred Pound; be- 
ſide I have a mind to leave off Whoring, and keep a freſh 
Girl to myſelf. 

Sir Sol. Hah la very ſober Principle, truly. Well, Sir, 
fince I know your Pretences, will you give me Leave to 
talk with the other Gentlemen Pray, Sir, what 
are you? 

Sir Su. I, Sir, am none of your Skip-jacks, no 
Spend-thritt Courtier, nor beggarly Soldier, but a folid 
ſubſtantial Man, with a thiniing Head, and a prudent 
Conicience ; that have liv'd this Twenty Years in St. 
Magnus Pariſh, have lent my Money to the Government, 
and owe none of my Neighbours a Shilling. 

Sir Sol. Pray, vir, what may be your Name ? 

Sir Sau. My Name, Sir, is Sir Squabble-Splithair, 
Ent. and Citizen of Land. | 

Sir Sol. And what may be your Profeſſion, Sir. 

Sir Su. Sir, I proteſs : roth I can hardly tell 
you what I profeſs; but turning of Money is my chief 
Baſineſs. Sir, Til make a Bargain with any Man in the 
City, and dety him to out-wit me.——-1 have been too 
Iharp for every body I have dealt with, and have got a 

Plen- 
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plentiful Eſtate by other Peoples Folly, and my own In- 
duſtry. Beſide, I am a Member ot the Old Eaft- India 
Company, and no Man alive will ever be able to tell 
what I'm worth. 

Sir Scl. Very likely, Sir. ; 

Sir $qu. Sir, [ live ſoberly, and mind the main Chance; 
I never ſpend an idle Penny out of Robin's or Garraway's 
Coffee-houſe: I dine for a Groat at the Chop-houſe: I 
ſell by a ſhort Yard, and bring in a long Bill. 

Sir Sol. Hah! you are rich, no doubt, Sir. 

Sir Su. Then, Sir, I am a fevere Perſecutor of ill 
Women, and never let any of them *ſcapethe Beadle's 
Correction, without a valuable Conſideration. 

Sir Sol. Ay, ay, you're much in the right, Sir; 
make em pay for their Wickednels. 

Sir Su. Then I diſcountenance the Enemies of the 
Government, by encouraging them firſt to run prohibited 
Goods ; and then I diſcover 'em, to ſhew my Loyalty. 

Sir Sol. You'll be a great Man, Sir. 

Sir Sau. Then, Sir, I'm Guardian to my only Siſter ; 
and tho ſhe is fix Years above Age, I ſtill keep her For- 
tune carefully in my own Hands, for fear ſhe thou'd idly 
throw it away upon ſome beggarly young Fellow: Not 
but I give her a good Gentlewomanly Education; for I 
have taught her ſeveral Tunes my ſelf, upon the Dulci- 
mer; and to fave the Charge of a Singing- Maſter, I let 
her go once a Week with her Maid, in the Gallery, 
to learn the Songs out of the Opera. | 

Sir Sol. Good again, Sir; why this will certainly carry 
my Niece: Theſe are Qualities not to be reſiſted. But 
now, Sir, what are you willing to ſettle upon her? 

Sir Sga. Settle, Sir! why Vil—look you, Sir, 1 don't 
underſtand your Law-Terms, and hard Words 
but P'!l make her a happy Woman. She thall want for 
nothing: |\'ll ſettle a good Huſband upon her; ſhe ſhall 
have Money in her Pocket, and good Clothes upon her 
Back; ſhe ſhall have her younget Prentice ina Blue Li- 
very, carry her Gili Bible betore her to Church every 
Sunday; ſhe ſhall wear a Gold Chain upon her Neck, 
and ſit in the great Pew next the Pulpit, 

Sir Sol, Ay! 

Sir 
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Sir Squ. Nay, Sir, if ſhe pleaſes my Humour, ſhe 
ſhall wear her Sunday Clothes every Day ; go abroad 
once a Month in a Sedan; go to a Goſſiping once a 


Quarter: and once a Year ſhe ſhall conſtantly Lie-in. 


Sir Sol. Hold! hold! Sir, that, I'm afraid, is more 
than you can promiſe. : 

Sir Su. Sir, what I fay I'll ſtand to; and if you 
doubt my Word, I'll give you City- Security for the 
Performance of it. | 

Sir Sol. Nay, Sir, what you can't perform, there's 
no doubt but your Security will. —- Well. Sir! now 

I have heard what you can do have but a Word 
or two with this Gentleman, and then—— 

Sir Sau. Sir, with all my heart; if you can get a 
better Bargain, take it. 

Sir Sol. Well, Sir! now, pray what are you? 

Saun. I, Sir !-—ha, hah! I'm nothing at all, Sir. 

Sir Sal. Hah! that is not much indeed, Sir. — But 
pray, Sir, have you no Employment? 

Saun. Employment! what do you mean, Old Gentle- 
man, Joiner*'s Work ? Sir, I'm a Gentleman. 

Sir Fol. Very good, Sir: And pray, what Eſtate 
have you? 

Saun. | can't tell, Sir: I never mind Accounts; 
I don't underſtand em. 

Sir Sol. Pray, Sir, what is't you do underſtand ? 

Saun. Bite, Bam, and the beſt of the Lay, old Boy. 

Sir Sol. Hah; that's every Word more than I un- 
deritand, I muit confeſs. Do you know nothing of the 
Law, Sir? 

Saun. Um!-—jufſt as much as I got from being often 
arreited. 

Sir Sl. Do you follow no Buſineſs Sir? 

Saun. No, Sir, I hate it—[ avoid it.— I'll make 
Buſineſs follow me; a Gentleman's above it. 

Sir Sol. Hah ! you teem to lead a pleaſant Life, Sir. 

Saun. Yes, Sir, Pleafure's my Principle, and III. 
ſick to it as long as I live. 

Sir Sol. Pray, what's your chief Diverſions ? 
San. Sauntering !=—As thus, Sir, from my Lodg- 
ing to the Smyrna, thence to White's; then to the 

Smyrna 
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Smyrna again, then to White's again; and all this while, 
my Chair follows me empty. Then I dine, drink a 
Bottle, go to Vill's, go behind the Scenes, make love 
in the Green-Room, take a Benefit-Ticket, ferret the 
Boxes, ſtraddle into the Pit; Green-Room again; do 
the ſame at both Houſes, and ſtay at neither. 

Sir Sal. Hah! a pretty Life: do you never ſtudy, Sir? 

Saun. Um—in a Morning a little, while my Man 
draws on my Shoes, I hum over a Preface, or ſo: Then 


turn to the Concluſion, and give my Judgment accor- 


dingly. I hate Fatigue; a Gentleman ſhou'd only 
have a Taſte of every thing. 

Sir Sal. But do you never ſtudy your ſelf neither? 

Saun. O yes, Sir, that I never fail to do, at leaſt 
three Hours in a Glaſs every Morning. 

Sir Sol. Provoking Dog ! [ 2 Well, Sir, and 
what other powerful Reaſons have you, to encourage my 
Niece's coming into your Family ? 

Saun. Why, none ſo great, Sir, as my Family it 


ſelf; tis as ancient as any in Exgland. The Saunterers, | 


Sir, came in with King Stephen the Conqueror. And 
a Man of Honour, Sir, always values a good Family 
beyond Fortune 

Sir Sol, Ay, but ſome Fools don't, Sir; and I ſhall 
not bluſh to tell you, I am one of thoſe. And let me 
tell you, Sir, he that out-lives his Fortune, will have 
much ado ſometimes to make his Family own him. 
Poverty at Court, Sir, is like Wit in the City, always 
counted illegitimate.——- Well, Gentlemen I have heard 
you all: And I won't marry my Kinſwoman to this 
Gentleman, becauſe his prudent Conicience, as he calls 
it, will let him ſpend but a penny a Day: Nor to this 
Gentleman, becauſe, as far as I find, he has not that 
to ſpend: Nor to the noble Captain here, becauſe he 
ſpends more than he has. 

Capt. Why then, Sir, Fil ſtick to my Punk, and a 
Pipe of Mundungus. 8 

Sir Sau. And as for Sir Squabble Splithair, - know, 
Sir, that now I won't Take under a Thouſand Pound 
more with your Niece ; and fo your Friend, and Ser- 
vant. 


Saun. And for me, Sir.. — Sir 
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Sir Sol. O ſweet Mr. Nothing- to do 

Saun. Know, Sir, that the Noble Family of the 
Saunterers ſhall never be ſtain'd with the bale Blood of 
a Put, Sir; and ſo your Servant again, Sir. [| Exeunt. 

Sir Sal. Ha! ha! ha! Well, I ſee there are other 
Monſters in the World beſide Cuckolds, and full as ri- 
diculous. But now to my own Affairs. I'll ſtep into 
the Park, and ſee if I can meet with my hopeful Spouſe 
there! I warrant, engag'd in ſome innocent Freedom, 
(as ſhe calls it,) as walking in a Maſk, to laugh at the 
Impertinence of Fops that don't know her; but 'tis 


more likely, I'm afraid, a Plot to intrigue with thoſe 
that do. Oh! how many Torments lie in the ſmall 
Circle of a Wedding-Ring [ Exit, 


ACT n $CENE L 


Clarinda*s Apartment. 


Enter Clarinda and Sylvia. 

C/a. A] ha! poor S, 

Sy. Nay, pr'ythee, don't laugh at me. 
There's no accounting for Inclination: For if there 
were, you know, why ſhou'd it be a greater Folly in 
me, to fall in love with a Man I never ſaw but once in 
my Life, than tis in you to reſiſt an honeit Gentleman, 
whoſe Fidelity has deſerv'd your Heart an hundred 
times over, | 

Clar. Ah! but an utter Stranger, Couſin, and one 
that, for aught you know, may be no Gentleman. 

Hl. That's impoſſible; his Converſation cou'd not 
be counterfeit. An elevated Wit, and good Breeding, 
have a natural Luſtre that's inimitable. Beſide, he ſav'd 
my Life at the hazard of his own; ſo that Part of 
what I give him, is but Gratitude. 

Clar. Well! you are the firit Woman that ever took 
fire in the middle of the Thames, fure. But {uppoit 
now le is marry d, and has three or four Children! 

Hl. 
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Syl. Pha! Pr'ythee don't teaze me with ſo many ill. 
natur'd Objections; I tell you, he is not marry'd, I am 
ſure he is nct: for I never ſaw a Face look more in 
humour in my Life.—Belide, he told me himſelf, he 

[* was a Country Gentleman, juſt come to Town upon 

[| Buſineſs: And I'm refolv'd to believe him. 

Clar. Well! well! I'll ſuppoſe you both as fit for one | 

| another then as a couple of 'Tallies. But ſtill, my Dear, 

| you know there's a ſurly old Father's Command a- | 
ainſt you; he is in Articles to marry you to another: 

| And tho' I know, Love is a nc:iable Contriver, I can't 

| ſee how you'll get over that Difficulty. 

| Sy]. *Tis a terrible one, I own; but with a little of 

' 

| 


our Aſſiſtance, dear C/arinda, I am ſtill in hopes to 
| ling it to an even Wager, I prove as wite as my Father. 
4 Clar. Nay, you may be ſure of me You may ſee 
ji by the Management of my own Amours, I have fo 

ö 

| 


natural a Compaſiion for Diſobedience, I ſha'n't be able 
to refuſe you any thing in Diſtreſs.— There's my Hand; 
tell me how I can ſerve you. 
Sy/. Why thus :—Becauſe I wou'd not wholly diſ- 
11 cover my ſelf to him at once, I have ſent him a Note 
|} to viſit me here, as if theſe Lodgings were my own. 
1 Clar. Hither! to my Lodgings , Twas well I ſent 
Col. Standfuſt Word | ſhou'd not be at home. [| Aldi. 
t Sz/. I hope you'll pardon my Freedom; ſince one 
5 end of my taking it too, was to have your Opinion of 
Ll him before 1 engage any farther. 
| Clar. O! it needs no Apology ; any thing of mine 
is at your Service — l am oaly afraid, my troubleſome 
Lover, Mr. Cler:mont, ſhou'd happen to ſæe him, who 
is, of late, fo impertinently jealous of a Rival, tho from 
what Cauſe I know not; not but I lye too. [Aids.] 
I fay, ſhou'd he ſee him, your Country Gentleman 
wou'd be in Danger, I can tell you. K 
Sz/. O! there's no Fear of that; for I have order d 
him to be brought in the back-way: When I have 
talk'd with him a little alone, I'll find an Occaſion to 
leave him with you; and then we'll compare our O- 
pinions of him. | 
Enter Servant ta Clarinda. 
Serv. Madam, my Lady Sadlife. S.. 
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$y/. Pſhah ! ſhe here! 

Clar. Don't be uneaſy ; ſhe ſhan't diſturb you: I'll 
take care of her. 

Enter Lady Sadlife. 

L. Sad. O my Dears, you have loſt the ſweeteſt 
Morning ſure, that ever peep'd out of the Firmament : 
The Park never was in ſuch Perfection. 

Clar. Tis always ſo, when your Ladyſhip's there. 

L. Sad. Tis never ſo, without my dear Clarinda. 

Sy/. How civilly we Women hate one another ! [ 4/ide. 
Was there a ul deal of Company, Madam ? 

L. Sad. Abundance ! and the beſt I haveſeen this Sea- 
ſon: for 'twas between Twelve and One, the very Hour, 
you know, when the Mob are violently hungry. O] the 
Air was ſo inſpiring ! ſo amorous ! And to compleat the 
Pleaſure, I was attack'd in Converſation, by the moſt 
charming, modeſt, agreeably inſinuating young Fel- 


low, ſure, that ever Woman play'd the fool with. 


Clar. Who was it ? | 

L. Sad. Nay, Heav'n knows ; his Face is as entire- 
ly new, as his Converſation, What Wretches our 
young Fellows are to him? 

Syl. What Sort of a Perſon ? 

L. Sad. Tall, ftreight, well-limb'd, walk'd firm; 
and a Look as chearful as a May-day Morning. 

Sy/. The Picture's very like: Pray Heav'n it is not 
my Gentleman's. [ Lfede. 

Clar. I wiſh this don't prove my Colonel. ¶ Aide. 

Syd. How came you to part with him ſo ſoon ? 

L. Sad. O name it not! that eternal Damper of all 
Pleaſure, my. Huſband Sir Solomon, came into the Mall 
in the very Crifis of our Converſation I ſaw him 
at a Diſtance, and complain'd that the Air grew tainted, 
that I was fick o'th' ſudden, and left him in ſuch Ab- 
ruptneſs and Confuſion, as if he had been himſelf m 
Huſband. | 

Clar. A melancholy Diſappointment indeed 

L. Sad. Oh! 'tis a Huſband's Nature to give 'em. 

A Servant whiſpers Sylvia. 

Hl. Defire him to walk in 
Le at hand. 


Couſin, you'll 
Clar. 
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Clar. Inthe next Room Come, Madam, Sylvia 
has a little Buſineſs. I'll ſhew you ſome of the ſweeteſt, 
prettieſt-figur'd China. 

L. Sad. My Dear, I wait on you. 

[Exeunt L. Sad. and Clar. 


Enter Atall, as My. Freeman. 


Sy. You find, Sir, I have kept my Word in ſeeing 
you; tis all you yet have aſk'd of me: and when I know 
tis in my power to be more obliging, there's nothing 
you can command in Honour, I ſhall refuſe you. 

At. This generous Offer, Madam, is ſo high an Obli- 
gation, that it were almoſt mean in me to aſk a farther 
Favour. (Death! what a Neck ſhe has!) But 'tis a Lo- 
ver's Merit to be a Miſer in his Wiſhes, and graſp at all 
Occaſions to enrich 'em I own I feel your Charms 
too ſenſibly prevail, butdare not give a Looſe to my am- 
bitious Thoughts, till I have paſs d one dreadful Doubt 
that ſhakes em. 

Syl. If "tis in my power to clear it, aſk me freely. 

At. 1 tremble at the Tryal; and yet methinks my 
Fears are vain: But yet to kill or cure em once for ever, 
be juſt and tell me; are you married? 

Sy. If that can make you eaſy, No. 

At. Tis Eale indeed nor are you promis'd, 
nor your Heart engag'd ? 

Sy. That's hard to tell you: But to be juſt, I own my 
Father has engag'd my Perſon to one I never ſaw, and 
my Heart I fear's inclining to one he never ſaw. 

At. O yet be merciful, and eaſe my Doubt; tell me the 
happy Man that has delerv'd ſo exquiſite a Bleſſing. 

Sy/. That, Sir, requires ſome Pauſe ; tis the only Se- 
cret yet I can retuſe you: Firſt tell me why you're fo 
inquiſitive, without letting me know the Condition of 
your own Heart. 

At. In every Circumſtance my Heart's the ſame with 
yours; tis promis'd to one | never ſaw, by a command- 
ing Father, who by my firm Hopes of Happineſs I am 
refolv'd to diſobey, unlets your Cruelty prevents it. 

Sy/. But my Diſobedience wou'd beggar me. 

At. Baaiſh that Fear. I'm Heir to a Fortune will 

{up- 
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ſupport you like your ſeif ——\ay I not Know 
your Family? 

Syl. Vet you muſt not. 

At. Why that Nicety? Is not it in my power to 
enquire whoſe Houſe this is, when I am gone? 

Sy/. And be ne'er the wiſer : Theſe Lodgings are a 
Friend's, and are only borrowed on this Oc-.afion : But 
to ſave you the trouble of any farther needleſs Quetii- 
ons, I will make you one Propoſal, I have a young 
Lady here within, who is the only Conſidant of my Eu- 
gagements to you : On her Opinion I rely ; nor can 
you take it ill, if I make no farther Steps without it: 
'Twou'd be miſerable indeed ſhou'd we both meet Beg- 
gars. I own your Actions and Appearance merit all you 
can deſire ; let her be as well ſatisfy'd of your Preten- 
ſions and Condition, and you ſhall find ic ſha'n't be a 
little Fortunne ſhall make me ungrateful. 

At. So generous an Offer ev'n excecds my Hopes. 

Sl. Who's there? 

Enter Servant. 

Deſire my Couſin C/arinda to walk in. | 
At. Ha! Clarinda 1t it ſhou'd be my Clarinda now, 
I'm in a ſweet Condition——by all that's Terrib'e the 
very She; this was finely contriv'd of Fortune. 

Enter Clarinda. 

Clar. Defend me ! Col. Standfaſt ! She has certainly 
diſcover'd my Affair with him, and has a mind to intult 
me by an affected Reſignation of her Pretenſions to him 
II diſappoint her, I won't know him. 

Syl. Couſin, pray, come forward; this is the Gentle- 
man I am ſo much oblig'd tz—Sir, this Lady is a Rela- 
tion of mine, and the Perſon we are ſpeaking of. 

At . I ſhall be proud, to be better known among any 
of your Friends. | [Salutes ber. 

Clar. Soh ! he takes the Hint, I ſee, and icems not to 
know me neither : I know not what to taink perhaps 
ſhe's only jealous of him, and had a mind that mv ſee- 
ing hcr Engagement with him, ſhon'd occaſion a Breach 
between him and me — I am confounded ! I hate bora 
him and her. How unconcern'd he looks! Conti. on! 


he addreſſes her before my Fate. [ tide. 
B La 47 
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Lady Sadlife pceping in. 

L. Sad. What do I ſee? The pleaſant young Fellow 
that talk'd with me in the Park juſt now! This is the 
luckieſt Accident! I muſt know a little more of him. 

| Retires, 

S;/. Couſin, and Mr. Freeman -I think I need 
not make any Apology du both know the occa- 
lion of my leaving you together————m a Quarter of 
an Hour I'll wait on you again. [ Exit Syl. 

At. So, I'm in a hopeful way now, Faith; but Buff's 
the word: I'll ſtand it. 

Clar. Mr. Freeman! So; my Gentleman has chang'd 
his Name too! How harmleis he looks I have 
my Senſes ſure, and yet the Demureneſs of that Face 
looks as if he had a mind to perſuade me out of 'em. I 
cou'd find in my heart to humour his Aſſurance, and 
fee how far he'll carry it——won't .you pleaſe to fit, 
Sir? [ They ſit. 

At. What the Devil can this mean? —ſure the has a 
mind to counterface me, and not know me too—with 
all my Heart: If her Ladyſhip won't know me, I'm ſure 
tis not my Buſineſs at this time to Know her. 

Clar. Certainly that Face is Cannon Proof. [ Aſide. 

At. Now for a formal Speech, as if I had never ſeen 
her in my Life before. —Madam——a hem ! Madam 
1 a hem 

Clar. Curſe of that ſteady Face. { Ade. 

At. 1 ſay, Madam, ſince I am an utter Stranger to you, 
I am afraid it will be very difficult for me to offer you 
more Arguments than one to do me a Friendſhip with 
your Couſin but if you are, as ſhe ſeems to own you, 
her real Friend, I preſume you can't give her a better 
Proof of your being fo, than in pleading the Cauſe of a 
ſincere and humble Lover, whole tender Wiſhes never 
can propoſe to taſte of Peace in Life without her. 

Clar. Ump)'! I'm cloak'd. [ Jade. 
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At. She gave me Hopes, that when I had ſatisfied + 
you of my Birth aul Fortune, you wou'd do me the 
fLunour to let me know her Name and Family. 

Clan, Sir, I muſt own you are the moit perfect Maſter 


At. 


ct your Art, that ever enter'd the Lilts of Aſſurance. 
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At. Madam | 

Clar. And I don't doubt but you'll find it a much 
eaſier taſk to impoſe upon my Coulin, than me. 

At. Impoſe, Madam! I ſhou'd be ſorry any thing I 
have ſaid could diſoblige you into ſuch hard T houghts ot 
me: Sure, Madam, you are under ſome Miſinformation. 

Clar. I was indeed, but now my Eyes are open 
for 'till this Minute I never knew that the gay Col. 
Standſaſt, was the demure Mr. Freeman. 

At. Col. Standfaſt ! This is extremely dark, Madam. 

Clar. This Jet is tedious, Sir, ———|mpudence 
grows dull, when tis fo very extravagant. 

At. Madam, I am a Gentleman—but not yet wiſe e- 
nough, I find, to account forthe Humours of a fine Lady. 

Clar. Troth, Sir, on ſecond Thoughts I begin to be a 
little better reconcil'd to your Aſſurance ; tis in ſome iort 
Modeſty to deny your ſelt; for toown your Perjuries to my 
Face, had been an Inſolence tranſcendently provoking. 

At. Really, Madam, my not being able to apprehend 
one Word of all this is a great Inconvenience to my Af- 
fair with your Couſin : But if you will firſt do me the 
Honour to make me acquainted with her Name and Fa- 
mily, I don't much care if I do take alittle Pains after- 
wards to come to a right Underſtanding with you. 

Clar. Come ! come! ſince you lee this Aſſurance will 
do you no Good, you had better put on a ſimple honeſt 
Look, and generouſly confeſs your Frailties : The ſame 
Slyneſs that deceiv'd me firſt, will ſtill find me Woman 
enough to pardon you. 

At. That Bite won't do. [ Afde.] Sure, Madam, 
you miſtake me for ſome other Perſon ! 

Clar. Inſolent! audacious Villain! I am not to 
have my Senſes then 


4t. No! 22 
Clar. And you are reſolved to ſtand it to the laſt 
At. The laſt Extremity. [ Afede. 


Clar. Well, Sir, ſince you won't know your {elf, tis 
Poliible at leaſt you may have ſome ſmall Acquaintance 
with the Perſon I take you for: It can do you no Harm, 
I preſume, to own you know Colonel Standfa?. 

At. By allthat's binding. I know no more ot him than 

you Know of me, B 2 Clar, 
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Clar. It you know as much, 'tis enough. 

At. Never law or heard of any ſuch Perſon, fince I 
was born. | 

Clar. Nay ! that's hard ! And I muſt tell you, Sir, fince 
you will own nothing to me, I'll own ſomething to my 
Couſin for you: Ill take care ſhe ſhall know you perfectly. 

At. Be not fo barbarous, Madam, without a Cauſe to 
miſrepreſent me, where my Soul moſt languiſhes to be 
clearly known: Upon my Knees I beg you donot in a 
raſh Error of my — ſo apparent, blindly ruin me 
with the only Creature in whom my humble Heart has 
treaſur d up its future hopes of Happineſs. 

Clar. Poor little Malice, you think this ſtings me now; 
but you ſhall find I'm not fo little Miſtreis of my 
Heart, but I can {till recall it and ſince you are {0 
much a Stranger to Col. Stand/a/?, Ill tell you where to 
find him, and tell him this trom me; I hate him, 
ſcorn, deteſt, and loath him: I never meant him but at 
beſt for my Diverſicn, and ſhould he ever renew his dull 
Addreſſes to me, I'Il have him us'd as his vain Inſolence 
deſerves. Now, Sir, I have no more to ſay, and I 
deſire you wou'd leave the Houſe immediately. 

At. I wow'd not willingly diſoblige you, Madam, 
but 'tis impoſſible to tir till I have teen your Coulin, 
and clear'd my ſelf of theſe ſtrange Aſperſions. 

Clar. Don't flatter your felt, Sir, with fo vain a 
Hope, for I muſt tell you once for all, you've ſeen the 


lait of her: And if you won't be gone, you'll oblige | 


me to have you forc'd away. 

At. I'll be ev'n with you. [ide] Well, Madam, 
fince I find nothing can prevail upon your Cruelty, I'll 
take my Leave: But as you hope for Juftice on the Man 


that wrongs you, at leaſt be faithful to your lovely Friend. 


And when you have nam'd to her my utmoſt Guilt, yet 
paint my Pathon as it is, ſincere. Tell her what Tor- 


tures I endur'd in this ſevere Excluſion from her Sight, 
that "till my Innocence is clear to her, and ſhe again 


receives me into Mercy, 
A mad Man's Frenzy's Heav'a to what I feel ; 
The Wounds ou give, tis fhe alone can heal. [Exit. 
Clar. Moſt abandon'd Impudence ! And yet I know 


not 
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not which vexes me molt, his out- facing my Senſes, or 
his inſolent owning his Paſſion for my Couſin to my 
Face: Tis impoſſible ſhe cou'd put him upon this, it 
muſt be all his own ; but be it as it wil, by all that's 
Woman [I'll have Revenge. [ Exit, 

Re-enter Atall and Lady Sadlife at the other Side. 

At. Hey-day ! is there no way down Stairs here? Death! 
I can't find my way out! This is the oddeſt Houſe. 

L. Sad. Here he 1s I'll venture to pals by him. 

At. Piay, Madam, which is the neareit way out? 

L. Sad. Sir ! out a — 

At. O my Stats list you, Madam ? this 1s fortunate 
indeed—1 beg you tel! me, do you live here, Madam? 

L. Sad. Not very far off, Sir: But this is no Place tv 
talk with you alone——irdeed | mult beg your pardon, 

At. By all thoſe kindling Charms that fire my soul, 
no Conſequence on Earth ſhall make me quit my hold, 
"till you've given me ſome kind Aſſurance that 1 ſhall fee 
you again, and ſpeedily : I'gad I'll have one out of the 
Family at leaſt. 

L. Sad. O good, here's Company ! 

At. O do not rack me with delays, but quick, betor, 
this dear ſhort-liv'd Opportunity's loſt, inform me wher , 
you live, or kill me: To part with this ſoft white Hand“ 
ten thouſand Daggers to my Heart. ¶ Xing it eagerly 

L. Sad. O lud Iam going home this minute: An” 
if you ſhou'd offer to dog my Chair, I proteſt J 
was ever ſuch Ulage——— Lord ſure ! oh 
— — Follow me down then. [ Excunt. 

| Re-enter Clarinda, and Sylvia. 

Sy/. Ha! ha! ha! | 

Clar. Nay, you may laugh, Madam, but wha: J 
tell you is true. 

Syl. Ha! ha! ba! 

Clar. Vou don't believe me then. 

Sy/. 1 do believe, that when ſome Women are inclin*! 
to like a Man, nothing more palpably diſcovers it, than 
their railing at him; ha! ha! Your Pardon. 
Couſin ; you know you laugh'd at me jut now upon 
the ſame occaſion. 

Clar. The occaſion's quite different, Madam; I ie 
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nim. And, once more I tell you, he's a Villain; 
you're impos'd on. He's a Colonel of Foot, his Regi- 
ment's now in Spain, and his Name's Standfafi. 

S./. But pray, good Couſin, whence had you this 
Intelligence of him ? 

Clar. From the ſame place that you had your falſe 
Account, Madam, his own Mouth. 

Syd. Ay! pray when! 

Clar. This Day ſeven night. 

£1. Where? 

Car. In the next Room. 

Syd. How came you to ſee him there? 

C/ar. Becauſe there was Company in this. 

Sy/. What was his Buſineſs with you? 

Clar. Much about the ſame, as his bufine's with you; 
Love. 

S-/, Love! to you 

Car. Me, Madam! Lord! What am I? Old! ora 
ener! Is it ſo prodigious that a Man ſhould like me ? 

S. No! but I'm amaz'd to think, if he Lad ud 
you le ſtou'd leave j ou ſo ſoon, four me 

Clar. For you! Leave me for you! No, Madam, I 
did not tell you that neither! Ha! ha 

Sl. No! What made yqu to violently angry wit! 
him then? Indeed, Covutin, you had better take ſome 
other fairer way; thi: Artifice is much too weak to make 
me break with him. But, however, to let you fee I 
can be ſtill a Friend; prove him to be what you ſay he 
is, and my Engagements with him ſhall ſoon be over. 

Clar. Look you, Madam, not but I light the ten- 
dereſt of his Addreſſes ; but to convince you that my 
Vanity was not miſtaken in him, I'll write to him by 
the Name of Colonel Saul, and do you the ſame 
by that of Freeman; and let's cach appoint him to meet 
us at my Lady Sadlife's at the ſame time: If theſe appear 
two different Men, I think our Diſpute's eaſily at an 
end; if but one, and he does not own all I've ſaid of 
him to your Face; I'll make you a very humble Curt'ſie, 
and beg your Pardon. 

Sl. And if he does own it, I'll make your Ladyſhip 
the iame Reverence, and beg yours. 


Euler. 


rr © 
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Enter Clerimont. 

Car. Pſhah! he here! 

Cler. I am glad to find you in ſuch good Company, 
Madam. | 

Clar. One's ſeldom long in good Company, Sir. 

Cler. I am ſorry mine has been fo troubleſome of 
late; but I value your Eaſe at too high a rate, to diſturb 
it. LG . 

Sy. Nay, Mr. Cleri mant, upon my word, you ſhan't 
ſtir. Hark you [1Whiſpers.] Your Pardon, Couſin. 

Clar. I muſt not loſe him neither..— Mr. Cer: - 
mont's Way is, to be ſevere in his Conſtruction of Peo- 
ple's Meaning. 

Sy. I'll write my Letter, and be with you, Couſin [ Ex. 

Clcr. It was always my Principle, Madam, to have 
an humble Opinion of my Merit; when a Woman ct 
Senſe frowns upon me, I ought to think I deſerve it. 

Clar. But to expect to be always receiv'd with © 
Smile, I think, is having a very extraordinary Opinion 
of one's Merit. 

Cler. We differ a little as to Fact, Madam: For the 
ten Days palt, I have had no Diſtinction, but a ſeves- 
Relervedneis. You did not uſe to be ſo ſparing of you: 
Good-humour ; and while I ſee you gay to all the Wor! 
but me, I can't but be a little concern d at the Change 

Clar. It he has diſcover'd the Colonel now, I'm un 
done! he cou'd not meet him, fure.—————1 mui hu 
mour him a little. [.{/ide.] Men of your üncere Tem 
per, Mr. Clerimaut, I own, don't always meet with 
the Uſage they deſerve: but Women are giddy things ; 
and had we no Errors to anfwer for, the Ute of Good 
nature in a Lover wou'd be loit. Vanity is our inherend 
Weakneſs: You muit not chide, if we are tometimes 
fonder of your Paſſions than your Prudence. 

Cler. This Friendly Condeſcenſion makes me more 
your Slave than ever. O! yet be kind, and tell me, 
have I been tortur'd with a groundleſs Jealouſy ? 

Clar. Let your own Heart be judge. But don't 
take it ill if I leave you now: I have ſome earneſt 
Buſineſs with my Couſin S. Rut to-night, at my 
Lady Dainy's, \'il make vou amends ; you'll be there. 

B 4 Cler. 
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Cler. I need not promiſe you. 

Car. Your Servant. — Ah!] How eafily is poor Sin- 

cerity impos'd on! Now for the Colonel. Lade. 

[ Exit. 

Cler. This unexpected Change of Humour more ſtirs 

my [Jealouſy than all ker late Severity.—Pll watch her 
cloſe. 


For ge that from à juſt Reproach is kind, 
Gives more Suſpicion of her guilty Mind, (blind. 
Aud throws her Smiles, like Duſt, to firike the Lover 


* 
* 
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A-CF 6 SCENE L 


Lady Diuinty's Apartment: A Table, with 
Vials, Gallipets, Glaſſes, &c. 


Lady Dainty, and Situp her Waman. 
L. D.C tap! Situp ! 
Sit. Madam ! 

L. C. Thou art ſtrangely ſlow; I told thee the 
Harthorn! | have the Vapours to that degree.—— 

Sit. If your Ladyſhip wou'd take my Advice, you 
ſhou'd cen fling your Phyſick out of the Window; it 
you were not in perfect Health in three Days I'd, be 
bound to be ſick for you. 

L. D. Peace, Goody Impertinence! I tell thee, no 
Woman of Quality is, or ſhou'd be in perfect Health. — 
Huh! huh! [Coughs faintl.] To be always in Health, 
is as vulgar as to be always in Humour, and wou'd e- 
qually betray one's want of Wit and Breeding ; tis 
only fit for the clumſy State of a Citizen. l am ready 
to faint under the very Idea of ſuch a barbarous Life. 

Where are the Fellows ? | 
Sit. Here, Madam 


[ Enter two Foatmen. 


L. D. Car run to my Lady Round/ides; deſire 
to know how ihe reſted; and tell her the * 
0 
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of my Cold is abated: Heh ! huh! Pompey, ſtep yo 
to my Lady Killchairman's; give my Service; lay, 


have been ſo embarraſs'd with the Spleen all this 


Morning, that I am under the greateſt Uncertainty in 
the World, whether I ſhall be able to ſtir out, or no — 
And d'ye hear! defire to know how my Lord does, 
and the new Monkey— [Ex. Fotmen. 

Sit. In my Conſcience, theſe great Ladies make them- 
ſelves ſick to make themſelves Buſineſs; and are well 
or ill, only in Ceremony to one another. [ Afede. 

L. D. Where's t'other Fellow? 

Sit. He is not returned yet, Madam. 

L. D. Tis indeed a ſtrange Lump, not fit to carry 
a Diſeaſe to any body: I ſent him tother day to the 
Dutcheſs of Diet- Drink with the Cholick, and the Brute 
put it into his own Tramontane Language, and call'd it the 
Belly- Ach: Never was Creature under ſuch Confuſion, 
ſure! At my next Viſit, half the Company ſaluted me 
upon it.-l was forced to explain the Booby's Meaning, 
leſt they ſhould have ſuppos d the Delicacy of my Con- 
{titution capable of ſo vulgar a Diſeaſe: A huh! huh! 

Sit. I with. your Ladyſhip had not Occaſion to ſend 
for any, for my part 

L. D. Thy part !-—Pr'ythee! thou wert made of the 
rough Maſculine kind; tis betraying our Sex not to be 

ily, and tender.—Al the Families Þ viſit, have ſome- 
thing deriv'd to 'em from the elegant nice ſtate of In- 
diſpoſition ; you ſee, ev'n in the Men, a genteel (as it 
were) Stagger, or Twine of the Bodies; as if they were 
not yet confirm'd enough for the rough laborious Exerciſe 
of Walking, a lazy Saunter in their Motion. ſomething 
ſo Quality! and their Voices ſo ſoft and low, you'd 
think they were falling aſleep, they are ſo very delicate. 

Sit. But methinks, Madam, it wou'd be better if the 
Men were not altogether ſo tender. 

L. D. Indeed, I have ſometimes wiſh'd the Creatures 
were not, but that the Nicenets of their Frame ſo much 
diltinguiſhes em from the Herd of common People : 
Nay, ev'n moſt of their Diſeaſes, you ſee, are not pro- 
phan'd by the Croud : The Spay. the Gout, and I. 
faurs, are all peculiar to the Nobility. IIuh! huh ! 

3 and. 
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and I could almoſt wiſh, that C/ds were only ours —— 
there's —— 'or 'em ſo genteel, ſo agreeably 
diſordering uh! hub! 

Sit. That, I „IJ ſhall never be fit for em Your 
Ladyſhip forgot the Splcen. | 

L. D. Oh my dear Seen,. I grudge That 
ev'n to ſome of Us. 

Sit. I knew an Ironmonger's Wife in this City, that 
was mightily troubled with it. 

L. D. Foh! What a Creature haſt thou nam'd! An I- 
ronmonger's Wife have the See n! Thou might'ſt as well 
have ſaid, her Huſband was a fine Gentleman; not but 
thoſe Wretches give themſelves the Air of following us 
in every thing ; they dreſs, . viſit, hate their 
Huſbands, keep Chaplains, and go on as far as ſimple 
Nature can: But then the Creatures are fo fond of Noiſe, 
and Merry-making, that the Delicacy of the Sp/-en can't 
bear their Barbarity; and, therefore, never does 'em 
the Honour to viſit 'em. I profel: 
I commend it. Give me ſomething. 

Sit. Will your Ladyſhip pleaſe to take any of the 
Steel Drops? or the Bolus? or the Eledtuary? Or —— 

L. D. This Wench will ſmother me with Queſtions, 
—-huh! huh! Bring any of 'em.—Theſe healthy Sluts 
are ſo boiſterous, they ſplit one's Brains: I fancy my ſeit 
in an Inn, while ſhe talks to me. —I muſt have ſome de- 
cay'd Perſon of Quality about me: For the Commons 
ot England are the ſtrangeſt Creatures, — huh ! huh! 

E nter Servant. 

Ser. Mrs. Sy/via, Madam, is come to wait upon 
your Lady ſhip. 

L. D. Deſire her to walk in: —let the Phyſick a- 
lone: — Il take a little of her Company; ſhe's mighty 
wood for the Spleen. 

Enter Svivia. 


Sy/. Dear Lady Dainty ! 


L. D. My good Creature, I'm over-joy'd to fee you 


Huh! huh! | 
Sy. I am ſorry to {ee your Ladyſhip wrapt up thus: 


I was in hopes to have had your Company to the In- 
4an Houle, 


[ feel it, while 


— „ 
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L. D. If any thing cou'd tempt me abroad, "twou'd 
be that Place, and luch agreeable Company : but how 
came you, dear Sy/via, to be recencil'd to any thing in 
an Indian Houle? You us'd to have a molt barbaruus 
Inclination for our own odious Manufactures. 

Syl. Nay, Madam, I am on] going to recruit my 
Tea-Table: As to the reit ot their Irumpery, I am as 
much out of Humour with it as ever. 

L. D. How can a Woman of 'Talte, as you are, be 
pleas'd with any thing that's common? There is a pe- 
culiar Air in every thing that's foreign. 

Sy / 1 fancy your Ladyſhip hates your own Country, 
as ſome Women do their Huſbands, only tor being too 
near 'em. 

L. D. And is not that a very good Reaſon? For, 
don't you find, it holds from moſt Huſbands to their 
Wives too : I hate any thing that's to be had, like a 
Pound of Sugar at every Grecer's: I am ready to ſwoon 
at the fulſom Shops upon Ladgate-hili; and wou'd ro 
more have my Equipage in an Eng//4 Drets, than of 
an Englib Birth or Education. 

Sy. Now, I think, our own Habits and Servants 
are as proper and uletul as any. 

L. D. Uſeful! O deplorable! What a Trale's-man's 
Reaſon, my Dear, do you give? How infipid wou'd Lite 
be, if we had nothing about us but what was necc{{ary ? 
Can you ſuppoſe ſo many Women of Quality wou'd run 
mad after Monkeys, Squirrels, Paroquets, Dutch Dogs, 
and Eunuchs, but that they are of no manner of ule 11; 
the World ? d 

Sy/. Now for that Reaſon, I like none of 'em all. 

L. D. How! Why, are not you ſtruck with the Mag- 
nificence of a foreign Equipage? as Savi/5 Porters, French 
Cooks and Footmen, Italian Singers, Tur ti Coach- meu, 
and Indian Pages? 

Sy. Very Geographical indeed! 

L. D. Does not my Lord Out/ide's touch vou? 

Si. It did ſurprize me at firit, Ion: bor his fright- 
ful Blackamucr. Coachman, with his Flat Neſe, and 
great Silver Collar, made me fancy they had dret:'d wp 


a Dutch Maſtiff, and I ex vected every hlinut to hear 


him bark at bis Heres, 15 
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L. D. Well, thou art a pleaſant Creature, thy diſ- 
taſte is ſo 3 


Syl. And your Ladyſhip is ſo expenſive, that really L 
am not able to come into it. 

L. D. Now 'tis to me prodigious ! how ſome Wo- 
men can muddle away their Money upon Houſwifery, 
Children, Books, and Charities, when there are ſo many 
well-bred Ways, and foreign Curioſities, that more ele- 
gantly require it. I have every Morning the Rarities of 
all Countries brought to me, and am in love with every 
new thing I fee. — Are the People come yet, Sup. 

Sit. 'They have been below, Madam, this half hour. 

L. D. Diſpoſe em in the Parlour, and we'll be thers 
preſently. [Ex. Sit. 

Sy/. How can your Ladyſhip take ſuch pleaſure in 
being cheated with the Bawbles of other Countries ? 

L. D. Thou art a very Infidel to all Finery. 

Sz. And you a very Bigot 

L. D. A Perſon of all Reafon, and no Complaiſance. 

Sy/. And your Ladyſhip all Complaiſance, and no 
Reaſon. | 

L. D. Follow me, and be converted. [Exeunt. 
Re-enter Situp, a Waman with China Ware; an Indian 

Man with Screens, Tea, Se. 4 Birdman with 4 

Paroquet, Monkey, c. 

Sit. Come! come into this Room. 

Chin. V. I hope your Ladyſhip's Lady won't be 
long a coming. 

Sit. I don't care if ſhe never comes to you. It 
ſeems you trade with the Ladies for old Clothes, and 

ive em China for their Gowns and Petticoats. I'm 
fe to have a fine time on't with ſuch Creatures as you 
indeed. 

Chi. Alas! Madam, I'm but a poor Woman, and 
am forc'd to do any thing to live: Will your Ladyſhip 
be pleas'd to accept of a Piece of China ? 

Sit. Puh! no;— TI don't care.-—Tho' I muſt needs 
Gy, you look like an honeſt Woman. [ Looks om it. 

Chi. Thank you, good Madam. 

Sit. Our Places are like to come to a fine paſs indeed, 
if our Ladies muſt buy their Ching with our Perquiſites: 


At 


—— 


f 
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At this rate, my Lady ſha'n't have an old Fan, or a 
Glove, but ? 

Chi. Pray, Madam, take it. 

Sit. No, not I; I won't have it, eſpecially without 
a Saucer to't. Here, take it again. 

Chi. Indeed you ſhall accept of it. 

Sit. Not I, truly. — Come, give it me, give it me; 
here's my Lady. 

Enter Lady Dainty, and Sylvia. 

L. D. Well, my Dear, is not this a pretty Sight now? 

Syl. It's better than ſo many Doctors and Apotheca- 
| ries, indeed. 
ö L. D. All Trades muſt live, you know; and thoſe 
no more than theſe cou'd ſubſiſt, if the World were all 
| wile, or healthy. 
[ Sy/. I'm afraid our real Diſeaſes are but few to our imagi- 

nary, and Doctor sget more by the Sound than the Sickſy. 
L. D. My Dear, you're allow'd to ſay any thing 


but now I muſt talk with the People. — Have you 
got any thing there? 
Chi. 
x | * Ca pleaſe your Ladyſhip. 
a Bird. 


L. D. One at once.— — 
1 Bird. IJ have brought your Ladyſhip the fineſt Mon- 

8 ey 

Sy/. What a filthy thing it is! | 
It D. I now think he looks very humorous and agree - 
d able I vow in a white Perriwig, he might do miſ- 
m chief ; cou'd he but talk, and take Snuff, there's ne'er a 
Ju Fop in Town wou'd go beyond him. 

Sy/. Moſt F n go farther if they did not ſpeak; 


nd » but talking, indeed, makes em very often worſe Com- 
ip pany than Monkeys. | 

L. D. Thou pretty little Picture of Man how very 
ds Indian he looks! I cou'd kiſs the dear Creature. 
it. Sy. Aht den't touch him, he'll bite. 

Bird. No, Madam, he is the tameſt you ever ſaw, 
d, and the leaſt miſchievous. 
4 L. D. Then take him away, I won't have him, for 


| Miſchief 
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Miſchief is the Wit of a Monkey, and I wou'd not give a 
Farthing for one, that wou'd not breaks me three or four 
Pounds worth of China in a Morning, O I am in love 
with theſe Indian Figures—do but obſerve what an in- 
nocent natural Simplicity there is in all the Actions of em. 


Chi. Theſe. are Pagods, Madam, that the Indians 


worſhip. 
L. D. So far I am an Indian. 
Sy/. Now to me they are all Monfters. 


L. D. Prophane Creature—lI wou'd fain buy ſome- 


of the Armenians ; but Amber Necklaces are ſuch odd 
things; they are the only People that come ſo far, and 


bring no Rarities with 'em—oh ! Here Sp ſhall wear 


one. 
Sit. Lord! Dear Madam, I ſhall make ſuch a Fi- 


gue: People will think I am going to dine with my. 
y 


Mayorels. 
Chi. Is your Ladyſhip for a Piece of right Flanger:; 


L. D. Um-——-no, I don't care for it now it is not 
prohibited. 

Ind. Will your Ladyſhip be pleas'd to have a Pound 
of fine Tea ? 

L. D. What, filthy odious Bohea, I ſuppoſe. 

Ind. No, Madam, right Kappakawamws. 

L. D. Well, there's ſomething in the very ſound of that 
Name, that makes it irreſiſtible What is't a Pound? 

Ind. But fix Guineas, Madam. 

L. D. How infinitely cheap! I'll buy it all. 

Sit. Take the Man in and pay him, and let the reſt 
call again to-morrow. | 

Omn. Bleſs your Ladyſhip. 

[Ex. Chi. Ind. Arm. and Bird. 


L. D. Lord! how feveriſh I am the leaſt. Motion 


does ſo _—_ 23 but feel me. 
Syl. No really, I think you are in Temper. 
L. D. Burning, i Child. _— 25 
Enter Servant, Doctor, and Apothecary, 
Serv. Madam, here's Doctor Bolus, and the Apothecary. 
L. D. Oh! Doctor, I'm glad you're come, one is 
not ſure of a Moment's Life without you, 3 
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How did your ſhip reſt, Madam. 

” : 9 g [ Feels her Pulſe. 

L. D. Never worſe, indeed Doctor: I once fell into a 
little Slumber indeed, but then was diſturb'd by the moit 
odious frightful Dream : I dreamt there was an impu- 
dent Fellow, that came into my Chamber with his Sword 
drawn, .and ſwore he wou'd marry me whether I wou'd 
orno; and ſo methought I flew out of the Room, and 
the horrid Creature purſued me to a valt great thorny 
Wood, and the Briars did ſo ſtick in my Clothes, and 
I pull'd and was ſo out of breath; and then methought 


upon a ſudden, he chang'd into a great roaring mad Bull, 


and then methought | ran, and ran, and ran, and my 
Legs did ſo ach, that if the Fright had not waken'd me, I 
had certainly periſhed in my ſleep with the Apprehenſion. 

Dr. A certain ſign of a diſorder'd Brain, Madam, but 
I'll order ſomething that ſhall compoſe your Ladyſhip. 

L. D. Mr. Rhubarb, I muſt quarrel with you—you 
don't diſguiſe your Medicines enough, they taſte all Phy- 
fick, ina little time you'll bring me to take plain Jalap. 
Huh! huh! 


Rhub. To alter it more might offend the Operation, 
Madam. | 


L. D. I don't care what is offended, fo my Taſte 18 
not. 

Dr. Hark you, Mr. Rhubarb, withdraw the Medi- 
cine rather than not make it pleaſant, I'll find a reaſon 
for the want of its Operation. 


Rhub. But, Sir, if we don't look about us ſhe'll grow 
well upon our Hands. 

Dr. Never fear that, ſhe's too much a Woman of Qua- 
ity to dare to be well without her Doctor's Opinion 

Rhub. Sir, we have drain'd the whole Catalogue of 
1 already, there is not another leſt to put in her 

Dr. Then I'll make her go em over again. 

Enter Erelek. * 

Care. So! here's the old Levee! Door and Apothe- 
cary in cloſe Conſultation : Now will I demolith the 
Quack and his Medicines before her Face Mr. Rhu- 


barb, your Servant, pray what have you got in your 
there ? bub, 
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Rhub. Only a Julep, and compoſing Draught for my 
Lady, Sir. | 

Care. Have you fo, Sir, —pray let me ſee—T'll pre- 
ſeribe to-day — Doctor you may go— the Lady ſhall 
take no Phyſick at preſent but me. 

Dr. Sir x ꝛy— 

Care. Nay, if you won't believe me 

[ Breaks the Fial:. 

L. D. Ah! [ Frighted, and leaning upon Syl. 

Dr. Come away Mr. Rhubarb, —he'll certainly put 
her out of order, and then ſhe'll ſend for us again. 

[Ex. Doctor and Apoth. 

Care. Yon ſee, Madam, what pains I take to come 
into your Favour. 

L.D. You take a very prepoſterous way I can tell 
you, Sir. 

Care. I can't tell how I ſucceed, but I am ſure I en- 
deavour right, for I ſtudy every Morning new Imperti- 
nence to entertain you : For fince I find nothing but 

s, Doctors, and Monkeys are your Favourites, it's 
very hard if your Ladyſhip won't admit me as one of 
the Number. 

L. D. When I find you of an equal Merit with my 
Monkey, you ſhall be in the ſame State of Favour : I 
confeſs, as a proof of your Wit, you have done me as 
much miſchief here: But you have not half Pugg's 
Judgment, nor his Spirit : For that Creature will do a 
World of pleaſant things, without caring whether one 
likes em or not. 

Care. Why truly, Madam, the little Gentleman my 
Rival, I believe, is much in the right on't; and if you 
obſerve, I have taken as much pains of late to diſoblige, 
as to pleaſe you. 

L. D. You ſucceed better in one than t'other, I can 
tell you, Sir. 

Care. I am glad on't—for if you had not me now 
and then to plague you, what wou'd you do. for a pre- 
tence to be Chagreen, to faint, have the Spleen, the 
Vapours, and all thoſe modiſh Diſorders, that fo nicely 
diſtinguiſh a Woman of Quality ? 

L. D. I am perfe&ly confounded ! certainly there are 


fome People too impudent for cur Reſentment. Care. 


5 
ö 
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and *twou'd be hard indeed if I ſhou'd be the 
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Care. Modeſty's a ſtarving Virtue, Madam, an old 
threadbare Faſhion of the laſt Age, and wou'd fit as oddly 
upon a Lover now, as a pik'd Beard and Muſtachoes. 

L. D. Moſt aſtoniſhing! 

Care. I have try'd fi Sing and looking filly a yu 
while, but 'twou'd not do——nay, had you had as little 
Wit as Good-nature, ſhou'd have proceeded to dance 
and ſing — Tell me but how, what Face, or Form can 
worſhip you, and behold your Votary. 

L. D. Not, Sir, as the Perſians, do the Sun, with 


your Face towards me: The belt Proof you can give me 


of your horrid Devotion, is never to ſee me more. Come, 


my Dear. [ Ex. with Sylvia. 
Sy/. Tm amaz'd fo much Aflurance ſhou'd not ſuc- 
cced. E xit. 


Care. All this ſhan't make me out of love with my 


Virtue - Impudence has ever been a ſucceſsful hy 30 


r{t that 
did not thrive by it. [ Exit. 


SCENE, Clerimont's Lodgings. 
Enter Atall, and Finder bi, Man, 


At. You are ſure you know the Houſe again ? 

Fin. Ah! as well as I do the Upper Gallery, Sir: 
"Tis Sir Solomon Sad/ife's. at the two Glaſs Lanthorns, 
within three Doors of my Lord Duke's. 

At. Very well, Sir, then take this Letter, inquire for 
my Lady Sadlife's Woman, and Ray for an Anſwer. 

Fin. Yes, Sir. [ Exit. 
At. Well, I find 'tis as ridiculous to propoſe Pleaſure 
in Love without variety of Miſtreſſes, as to pretend to 
be a keen Sportſman without a good Stable of Horſes : 
We may talk what we will, but I ſay we love as we 


hunt, for Pleaſure; and he's likelieſt to ſee moſt of the 


Sport I'm ſure, that has a good led Nag in the Field: 
How this Lady may prove I can't tell, but if ſhe is not 


2 Deedy Tit at the bottom, I'm no Jockey. 


Re-enter Finder. 


Fir. Sir, here are two Letters for you. 
At. Who brought 'em ? 


Fin. A couple of Footmen, and they both deſire an 
Anſwer. | At, 
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At. Bid em ſtay, and do you make haſte where I or- 
der'd you. 

Fin. Yes, Sir. [Exit. | 

At. To Col. Standfaf—that's Clrrinda's Hand — 
To Mr. Freeman that muſt be my [rcopnita. Ah! 
I have moſt mind to open this firit : But if Vother mali- 
cious Creature ſhou'd have perverted her growing Incli- 
nations to me, 'twou'd put my whole Frame in a Trem- 
bling. Hold, I'll gueis my Fate by degrees—this may 
give me a glimpſe of it. | Reads Clar. Letter. ] Um 
um um ha! To muet her at my Lady Sadlife's at | 
Sewer a Chck da nigbr, and takes no manncy of notice of | 
my late diſbauniug my ſeif to her —ſomething's at the 
bottom of all this——now to ſolve the Riddle, [ Reads 
Pother Leiter.) My Couſin Clarinda has toll ſome things 
of you, that very much alarm me; but I am will. | 
ing to ſuſpend my belief of em, "till I fee you, which J | 
defrre many be at my Laay Sadlife's at Seven this Evening. | 

The Devil! the fame Place! | 
As you value the real Friendjpip of your Incognita. 

So now the Riddle's out, the Rival Queens arc fairly 
come to a Reference, and one or both of em I null loſe, 
that's poſitive ! Hard ! 

Enter Clerimont. | 
Hard Fortune! Now poor Impudence what will become 
of thee? O Clerimont! ſuch a Complication of Adven- 
tures fince I ſaw thee, ſuch ſweet Hopes, Fears, and 
unaccountable Difficulties, ſure never poor Dog was 
ſurrounded with. 

Cler. O] you are an induſtrious Perſon, you'll get 
over em. But pray let's hear. 

At. To begin then in the Climax of my Misfortunes ;- 
in the firſt place, the private Lodgings that my Incognita 
appointed to receive me in, prove to be the very indivi- 
dual Habitation of my other Miſtreſs, whom (to com- 
Pleat the Blunder of my ill Luck) ſhe civilly introduc'd * 
in Perſon to recommend me to her better Acquaintance. 


„„ er. nt; 


* 


* "+ hs 


Cler. Ha! ha! Death! how cou'd you ſtand em 
both together ? h 
T ſtuck like a Burr to 
my Name of Freeman, addreſs'd my [ncognita * | 

* a 


At. The old way — Buff 


- 
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the other's Face, and with a molt unmov'd good Breed- 
ing, harmleſly fac'd her down I had never ſeen her in 
my Life before. 

Cler. The prettieſt Modeſty I ever heard of: Well, 
but how did they diſcover you at laſt? 

At. Why Faith, the Matter's in Suſpence; and I 
find by both their Letters, that they don't yet well know 
what to think: (but to go on with my Luck) you mutt 
know they have fince both appointed me, by ſeveral 
Names, to meet em at one ald the ſame Place at Seven 
a Clock this Evening. 

Cler. Ah! 

At. And laſtly to crown my Fortune, fas if the Devil 
himſelf molt triumphantly rode a ſtraddle upon my Ruin) 
the fatal Place of their Appoin:ment happens to be the 
very Houſe of a third Lady, with whoin I made an Ac- 
quaintance ſince Morning, and had juſt before ſent Word 
I wou'd viſit near the ſame Hour this Evening. 

Cler. O! Murder! Poor Atal/!? thou art really 
fallen under the laſt degree of Compail.on. 

At. And yet, with a little of thy Aſſiſtance, in the 
middle of all their ſmall Shot, I don't ſtill deſpair of 
holding my Head above Warer. 

Cler. You mult think me barbarous indeed, if in ſuch 
Diſtreſs I ſhou'd not throw out a Rope to ſave ou 
not that I can imagine what you propoſe: For I dare 
{wear thou doſt not deſign to marry any one of em. 

At. Showd my Ircognita's Birth prove equal to her 
Beauty, I tremble to tell thee what might become of 
me 


Cler. Why then you had as good quit her Friend now. 

At. No, no, that is not ſafe neither—and if I don't 
keep in with her, Intimacy will certainly give her Op- 
portunities of ſpoiling my Market with her Rival. 

Cler. Death] but you can't meet em both, you muſt 
loſe one of em, unlets you can ſplit your (elf. 

At. Pr'ythee don't ſuſpect my Courage or Modeſty, 
for I'm refoly'd to go on, if you ſtand by me. | 

Cler. Faith my very Curioſity wou'd make me do 

at — but what can I do? 

At. You muſt appear forme upon occaſion in Perſon, 

Ct x 
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Cler. With all my heart What elſe ? 
At. I ſhall want a Queen's Meſſenger in my Intereſt, 
or rather one that can perſonate one. 


Cler. That's eaſily tound—but what to do? 


At. Come along, and I'll tell you for firſt I muſt 


anſwer their Letters. 
Cler. Thou art an Original, Faith. [ E xeunt, 


The SCENE changes to Sir Solomon's. 


Enter Sir Solomon leading Lady Sadlife, and 
Wiſhwell Her Woman. 

Sir Sol. There, Madam, let me have no more of theſe 
 Airings———no Good, I'm ſure, can keep a Woman 
five or ſix Hours abroad in a Morning. 

L. Sad. Youdeny me all the innocent Freedoms of Life. 

Sir So/. Hah! you have the modith Cant of this End 
of the Town, I fee: Intriguing, Gaming, Gadding, 
and Party-Quarries with a Pox to em, are innocent Free- 
doms, forſooth. 

L. Sad. 1 don't know what you mean, I'm ſure I have 
not one Acquaintance in the World that does an ill thing, 

Sir Scl. They muſt be better look'd aſter than your 
Ladyſhip then; but I'll mend my hard as fait as I can: 


do you look to your Reputation henceforward, and III 


take care of your Perſon. 

L. Sad. You wrong my Virtue with theſe unjuſt 
Suſpicions. 

Sir Sol. Ay, it's no Macter forthat ; better I wrong it 
than you. L'Il ſecure my Doors for this Day atleaſt. [ Exit. 

L. Sad. O! Wifhwell! What ſhall I do? 

Vid. What's the Matter, Madam? 

L. Sad. I expect a Letter from a Gentleman every 
Minute, and if it ſhould fall into Sir So/omon's hands, 
I'm ruin'd paſt Redemption. 

Vic. He won't ſuſpe& it, Madam, ſure, if they are 
directed to me, as they uſed to be. 

L. Sad. But his Jealouſy's grown ſo violent of late, 


there's no truſting to it now; if he meets it I ſhall be ! 


lock'd up for ever. 
Miß. O dear Madam! I vow, your Ladyſhip frights 
me. Why, he'll Kill me for keeping Counſel. 


A 
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L. Sad. Run to the Window, quick, and watch the 
Meſſenger. [Exit Wiſh.] Ah ! there's my Ruin near. 


I feel it —{ 4 knocking at the Door.) What ſhall Ido? 
he very inſolent, or very humble, and cry. I have 


known ſome Women, upon theſe Occaſions, out-ſtrut 


their Huſband's jealouſy, and make em aſk pardon 
for finding 'em out. —O Lud ! here he comes! can't 
do't; my Courage fails me.— I muſt ev'n ſtick to my 
Handkerchief, and truſt to Nature. 
Re-enter Sir Solomon, taking a Letter from Finder. 
Sir Sol. Sir, I ſhall make bold to read this Letter; 
and, if you have a mind to fave your Bones, there's 
your way out. 
Find. O terrible ! I ſhan't have a whole one in my Skin, 
when I come home to my Maſter — [ Exit Finder. 
L. Sad. { 4/ide.] I'm loſt for ever. 
Sir Sol. ¶ Reads.) Pardon, moſt Divine Creature, 
* the Impatience of my Heart; 
Very well! theſe are her innocent Freedoms ! ah ! 
Cockatrice ! « which languiſhes for an Oppor- 
„ tunity, to convince you of its 
© SINCerity : 
O the tender on of a Whore ! 
* which nothing cou'd relieve but 
«© the ſweet Hope of ſeeing you 
__* this Evening. 
Poor Lady ! whoſe Virtue I have wrong'd with unjuſt 


ws 2 
I. Sad. I'm ready to fink with Apprehenſion! 
Sir Sol. — * 'To-night, at ſeven, expect your 


; « dying Strephon. 
Die, and be damn'd ;—for I'll remove your Comforter, 
by cutting her Throat. I cou'd find in my heart 
to ram his impudent Letter into her Wind-pipe. 
Ha! what's this ! 
« To Mrs. W:hxell, my Lady 
« Sadiife's Woman. 
Ad, I'm gladof it with all my heart : What a 
happy Thing 'tis to have one's Jealouſy diſappointed ! 
—Now, have I been curſing my poor Wife, for the 
miſtaken Wickedneſs of that Trollop.— Tis _ I 
pt 
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kept my Thoughts to my ſelf : For the Virtue of a 
Wife, when wrongfully accus'd, is moſt unmercifully | 
inſolent.— Come, I'll do a great Thing ;—PF ll kif 
her, and make her amends. What's the Matter, 
my Dear ? has any thing frighted you ? | 
L. Sad. Nothing but your hard Uſage, 


Sir Sol. Come! come! dry thy Tears, it ſhall be @ | 


no more But, hark ye! I have made a Diſcovery 
here : Your Wifeavel!, I'm afraid is a Slut= 
She has an Intrigue. | 
L. Sad. An — Heav'ns, in our Family ! | 
Sir Sal. Read there: I wiſh ſhe be honeſt. | 
| 


L. Sad. How! if there be the leaſt Ground 
to think it, Sir Salomon, poſitively ſhe ſhan't Nay a Mi- 
nute in the Houſe impudent Creature—— | 
have an Affair with a Man! 

Sir Sol. But hold, my Dear, —don't let your Virtue 
cenſure too ſeverely neither. | 

L. Sad. I ſhudder at the Thoughts of her. 

Sir So/. Patience, I ſay, how do you know but his | 


Courtſhip may be honourable ? 
L. Sad. That, indeed, requires ſome Pauſe. 


[ Peeping in.] So! all's ſafe, I ſee, 
O good Madam,— 
that Letter was to me, the Fellow ſays. I wonder, 
Sir, how you cou'd ſerve one ſo; if my Sweetheart 
ſhou'd hear you had open'd it, I know he wou'd not 


Wiſh. 
he thinks the Letter's to me. 


Sir Scl. Never fear that, for if he is in love with you, 
he's too much a Fool to value being laugh'd at. 

L. Sad. If it be yours, here take your Stuff; and 
next time, bid him take better Care, than to ſend his 
Letters ſo 3 

Wiſh. Ves, Mladam, but now your Lady ſhip has 
read it, I'd feign beg the Honour of Sir Solomon to an- 
ſwer it for me; for I can't write. f 

L. Sad. Not write! 

Sir Sol. Nay, he thinks ſhe's above that, I ſuppoſe ; for 
he calls her divine Creature.——A pretty piece of Divi- 
nity truly,—But come, my Dear, —Egad, we'll anſwer 
it for her. Here's Paper——you fhall do it. 

3 


have me; ſo he wou'd not. 


=* 
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L. Sad. I, Sir Solomon! Lord, I won't write to Fellows, 


not I.—1I hope he won't take me at my Word. [ Aide. 


Sir Sol. Nay, you ſhall do it; — come, will 
get her a good Huſband, 

Miß. Ay! Pray, good Madam, do.—— 

Sir Sol. Ah! how eager the Jade i! 

L. Sad. I can't tell how to write to any body but you, 


my Dear. 


Sir Sol. Well! well! I'll dictate then ;3———come, 


1 Ne _— 


. Sad. Lord! this is the oddeſt Fancy ! 
Sits to Write. 

Sir Sol. Come! come! Dear Sir; (for we'll be as lo- 
ving as he for his Ears.) 

Ni. No, pray, Madam; begin Dear Honey, or 
My deareſt Angel. 

L. Sad. Out! you Fool! you muſt not be ſo fond. 
Dear Sir, is very well. [Writes. 

Sir Sol. Ay! ay! ſo 'tis: but theſe young Fillies are 
for ſettting out at the Top of their Speed But 
pr'ythee, M ih, what is thy Lover? for the Style 
of his Letter may ſerve for a Counteſs. 

Mich. Sir, he's but à Butler at preſent ; but he's a 
good Schollard, as you may ſee by his Hand-writing;; 
and in time may come to be a Steward; and then we 
ſhan't be long without a Coach, Sir. 

L. Sad. Dear Sir, what maſt Iwrite next? 

Sir Sal. Why [ Mufing. 

Wi. Hoping you are in good Health, as I am at 
this preſent Writing. 

Sir Sal. You Puppy, he'll laugh at you. 

Wi. I'm ſure my Mother us d to begin all her Letters ſo. 
Sir Sol. And thou art every Inch of thee ber own 
Daughter, that I'll ſay for thee. | 

L. Sad. Come, I have done't. [Reads.] © Dear 
Sir, ſhe muſt have very little Merit, that is inſenſi- 
* ble of yours. | 

Sir So}, Very well, Faith! write all your ſelf. 

Wifh. Ay | good Madam, do; that's better than mine: 
haut pray, dear Madam, let it end with, © / reſt 
Jour deareſt lying Friend, "till Death us du part. 
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L. Sad. [ 4fide.) This abſurd Slut will make me 
laugh out. 

Sir Sol. But heark you, Huſly ; ſuppoſe now you ſhou'd 
be a little ſcornful and inſolent, to thew your Bleeding; 
and a little ill-natur'd in it, to ſhew your Wit. 

ib. Ay, Sir! that is, if I deſign'd him for my Gal- 
lant : But ſince he is to be but my Huſband, I muſt be 
very good-natur'd, and civil, before I have him; and 
huf him, and ſhew my Wit after. 

Sir Sol. Here's a Jade for you! [ {fde.)] But why 
mult you huff your Huſband, Huſly ? 

. O Sir! that's to give him a good Opinion of 
my Virtue ; for you know, Sir, a Huſband can't think 


one cou'd be ſo very domineering, if one were not very 


honeſt. ; 3 
Sir So. Sbud! this Fool, in my Conſcience, ſpeaks 
the Senſe of the whole Sex. [ Afede. 


Wiſh. Then, Sir, I have been told, that a Huſband 
loves one the better, the more one hectors him, as a 
Spaniel does the more one beats him. 

Sir Sal. Hah ! thy Huſband will have a bleſſed Time 
on't. 

L. Sad. So! I have done. 

ib. O pray, Madam, read it. 


L. Sad. [| Reads.) Dear Sir—She mult have very | 


little Merit, that is inſenſible of yours; and while 
«© you continue to love, and tell me fo, expect what- 


„ ever you can hope from ſo much Wit, and ſuch Þ 


« unfeigned Sincerity.—At the Hour you mention, 
« you will be truly welcome to your paſſionate 
Miſb. Oh! Madam! it is not half kind enough; 
pray, put in ſome more Dears. 
Sir Sal. Ay! ay! ſweeten it well; Allet it be all 
Syrup, —With a Pox to her. 


Wifh. Every Line ſhou'd have a dear feveet Sir in it; 


ſo it ſhou'd —He'll think I don't love him elſe. 
Sir Sol. Poor Moppet !—— 


L. Sad. No! no! "tis better now.—Well, what muſt * 


be at the bottom, to anſwer Szrephon ? 
Sir Sl. Pray, let her divine Ladyſhip ſign—. Higail. 
Wi/h. No; pray Madam, put down Liſpamintha. 
Sir Sol. Liſpamintha ! 2 L 
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L. Sad. No, come Pl write Calia. Here, 
in, and ſeal it. 
Sir Sol. Ay, come! [I'll lend you a Wafer, that he 
mayn't wait for your Divinityſhip. 
Wiſh. Pſhah! you always flout one ſo. 
[Exit Sir Sol. and Mig. 
L. Sad. So! this is luckily over. Well! I fee a 
Woman ſhou'd never be diſcourag'd from coming off 
at the greateſt Plunge : For tho 7 was half dead with 


the Fright, yet now I'm a little recover'd, I find——— 


f That Apprehenfion does the Bliſs endear : 
The real Danger's nothing to the Fear, 


, . * 1 1 \ j ' p 7 
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err. e 


DB ww, oo 


Sir Solomon's, 


* | Enter Lady Sadlife, Atall, and Wiſhwell <vith Lights. 

L. Sad. HIS Room, I think, is pleaſanter; it you 

pleaſe, we'll fit here, Sir.— H i,! 

7 _ the Door, and take the Key o'th' inſide, and ſet 
Irs. 


0 Wih. Yes, Madam. 

N L. Sad. Lard! Sir, what a ſtrange Opinion you muſt 

: have of me, for receiving your Viſits upon fo ſlender an 
. Acquaintance. 


At. I have a much ſtranger Opinion, Madam, of your 
ordering your Servant to lock her ſelf in with us. 
1 3 L. Sad. Ol you wou'd not have us wait upon ourſelves, 
At. Really, Madam, I can't conceive that two Lo- 
vers alone have much Occaſion for Attendance. [ They it. 
L. Sad. Lovers! Lard! how you talk! Can't Peo- 
ple converſe without that Stuff ! 


<1 At. Um !—yes, Madam, People may; but withou ta 
little of that Stuff, Converſation is generally very apt to 
N be inſipid. 


L. Sad. Pooh ! why, we can fay any thing without 
L.] ber hearing, you ſee. 
C At 
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At. Ay! but if we ſhould talk ourſelves up to an Oc. 
caſion of being without her, it wou'd look worle to ſend 
her out, than to have let her wait without when ſhe 
was out. 

L. Sad. You are pretty hard to pleaſe, I find, Sir; 
ſome Men, I believe, wou'd think themſelves well us'd, 
in ſo free a Reception as yours. 

At. Hah! I fee, this is like to come to nothing this 
Time; fo I'll &en put her out of Humour, that I may 
get off in Time to my [ncognita. ¶ Aſide.] Really, Ma- 
dam, I can never think myſelf free, where my Hands 
and my Tongue are ty'd. [ Painting to Wiſhwell. 

L. Sad. Your Converſation, 1 find, is very different 
from what it was, Sir. | 

At. With Submiſſion, Madam, I think it very pro- 
per for the Place we are in. If you had ſent for me, only 
to ſip Tea, to fit fill, and be civil, with my Hat under 
my Arm, like « ſtrange Relation from Jrelaud, or ſo, 


why was I brought hicher with ſo much Caution and 


Privacy ? 

L. Sad. Suppoſe I had a favourable Thought of you; 
does that give you a Title to treat me as if it was not 
in my _ to refuſe you any Thing: 

At. Con. e, Madam, Fil be plain with you—I wou'd 
not have you think me ignorant of all the tendereſt Forms 
that ought to approach a Lady's Favours; but when a 
Woman breaks the ſeeming Premiſe of her Eyes, with 
me ſhe loſes all Pretence to 'em. (Your Woman's being 


with us, is ridiculous;) I had a Lover's honeſt Reaſon, | 


to expect you here alone; but ſhe that thinks to make me 
dance Attendance to her Pride, to fit at a diſtance, and 
. tamely talk my ſelf to a ſubmiſſive Flame for her; while 
ſhe with Eyes inſenſible receives it, and ev'n ſwells her 
ſated Vanity, to a deipiſing of her eaſy Conqueſt, before 
the enjoys it ; let me tell you, Madam, in very conciſe 


Terms, that Woman—is moſt conſumedly miitaken. | 
L. Sad, You have a very odd way of treating People; 


you Men are the ſtrangeſt Creatures ! Is there no ſuch 
thing as Patience in your Compoſition! 
At. O yes, Madam, abundance; fer if you pleat 


but to order Madamoiſelle to get the T'ca ready, toboil 


U 
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it a great while, and ſtay till it's done, you ſhall find 
1 can yet change the Air of my Approaches. 

L. Sad. I don't know how to make her do any ſuch 
Thing, not I, Lard ! She knows, I have had Tea juſt 

At. Thave not; and ſo your humble Servant, Madam. 

L. Sad. Hold! 

At. Really, Madam, my Stomach wo'n't ſtay; and 
if your Ladyſhip's Tea ls not ready, I mult beg leave 
to take a Diſh at the Coffee- houſe. | 

[ 4s he is going, Sir Solomon kno ks at the Dory. 

Wih. O Heav'ns! my Maſter, Madam. 

Sir Sal. Open the Door, there, (within.) 

L. Sad. What ſhall we do? 

At. Nothing now, I'm ſure. 

L. Sad. Open the Door, and ſay, the Gentleman 
came to you. 

Vic. O lud! Madam, I ſhall never be able to manage 
it at ſo ſhort a Warning We had better ſhut the Gen— 
tleman into the Cloſet, and ſay, he came to no body a all. 

L. Sad. In! in then, for Mercy's ſake, quickly Sir! 

At. Soh; this is like to be a very pretty Buſineſs! Oh! 
Succeſs! and Impudence! thou haft quite forſaken nie. 

[ Enters the Clit. 

Wih. Do you ſtep into your Bed-Chamber, Madan, 

and leave my Maſter to me. [Exit Lady Sadliic. 
[Wiſhwell opens the Diar, &c. 
Enter Sir Solomos. 

Sir Sol. What's the Reaſon, Mittreſs, I am to be 
lock d out of my Wife's Apartment? 

Wifh. Sir, my Lady was waſhing her 
Neck, Sir, and I cou'd not come any ſooner. 

Sir Sol. l'm ſure I heard a Man's Voice. [CTT 
Bid your Lady come hither. He muſt be hereabouts ; 
"tis ſo! all's out, al.'s over now: The Devil has done his 
worit, and I am a Cuckold in ſpite of my Wildom. 
S'bud ! now an Halian would a his Wife for this; 
2 Spaniard would ſtab her, and a Turk would cut cf her 

Head with a Scimitar ; but a poor Dog cf an Erglijh 
Cuckold now, can only ſquabbſe, and call Names. 
Hold ! here ſhe comes, I mutt ſmother my Jea- 
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louſy, that her Guilt mayn't be upon its Guard. 
Enter Lady Sadlite, ana Wiſhwell. 
Sir Sol. My Dear! how do you do? Come hither, 
and kiſs me. 
L. Sad. I did not expect you home ſo ſoon, my Dear. 


Sir Scl. Poor Rogue — | don't believe you did 
with a Pox to you. [ Hide. ] Well, go down, 
I have Buſineſs with your Lady. 

Wiſh. Yes, Sir but I'll watch you : For I'm 
afraid this Good- humour has Miichief at the bottom of 
it. | [ Retires, 

L. Sad. I ſcarce know whether he's jealous, Ir not. 

Sir Sol. Now dare not I go near that Clolet-door, left 
the murderous Dog ſhould poke a Hole in my Guts thro? | 
the Key-hole.—Um-—1 have an odd Thought in my 
Head—ay ! and that will diſcover the whole bottom of 
her Affair Tis better to ſeem not to know one's Diſho- 


nour, when one has not Courage enough to revenge it. 

L. Sad. I don't like his Looks, methinks. / 

Sir Sl. Odſo! what have I forgot now—Pr'ythee, | 
my Dear, ſtep into my Study, (for I am fo weary!) 
and in the uppermoit Parcel of Letters, you'll find one 
that I receiv'd from 1 ee to-day, in the Scrutore; 
bring it down, and ſome Paper; I will anſwer it while 
I think owt. 

L. Sad. If you pleaſe to lend me your Key. but 
had not you better write in your Study, my Dear? 

Sir Sal. No! no! I tell you, I am ſo tir'd, I am not 
able to walk. There! make haſte. 

L. Sad. Wou'd all were well over. { Exit LadySadlife. 

Sir Sol. Tis ſo by her Eagerneſs to be rid of me. Well, 
ſince I find 1 dare not behave myielf like a Man of Ho- 
nour in this Buſineſs, Il at leaſt act like a Perſon ofPru- 
dence, and Penetration : For fay, I ſhou'd clap a Brace 
of Slugs now into the very Bowels of this Raſcal, it may 


hang me; but if it dues not, it can't divorce me b 


no, I'll e'en put out the Candles, and in a ſott, gentle 
W hore's Voice, deſire the Gentleman to walk about his 
Buſineſs; and it 1 can get him out before my Wife re- 
turns, III fairly poit myſelf in his room; and ſo, when 
ne comes to let him at liberty, inthe dark, I'll humour 
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the Cheat, till I draw her into ſome caſual Confeſſion of 
the Fact; and then this injur'd Front ſhall bounce upon 
her, like a Thunderbolt. [ Puts out the Candle. 
ig. [ Behind | Say you fo, Sir? I'll take care my 
Lady ſha'l be provided for you. [Exi:. 
Sir SJ. Hitt ! Hiſt! Sir! Sir! 
Enter Atall from the Cloſet. 

At. Is all clear? may | venture, Madam ? 

Sir Sel. Ay! ay! quick ! quick! make halle before 
Sir Solomon returns A ttrait-back'd Dog, I warrant him. 
[ 4fde.] But when ſhall I fee you again? 

At. Whenever you'll promile mz to maze a better 
uſe of an Opportunity. 

Sir Sol. Ha ! then 'tis poſſible he mayn't vet have 
put the finiſhing Stroke to me. | 

At. Is this the Door ? 

Sir Sol. Ay ! ay ! away! [ Exit: Atall.] Soh ! now 
the Danger of being murder'd is over; I find, my Cou- 
rage returns: And if I catch my Wife but inclining to 
be no better than ſhe ſhou'd be, I'm not ſure that Blood 
wo'n't be the Conſequence. 

[ He goes into the Cloſet, and Wiſhwell enters. 

Wifh. Soh ! my Lady has her Cue; and, if my wile 
Maſter can give her no better Proets of his Penetration 
than this, ſhe'd be a greater Fool than he, if ſhe ſhou'd 
not do what ſhe has a mind to. Sir! Sir! Come! you 
may come out now, Sir So/amon's gone. 

Enter Sir Solomon from the Cloſet. 

Sir Sol. So! now for a ſoft Speech, to ſet her impu- 
dent Blood in a Ferment, and then let it out with my 
Penkniſe. [Hide] Come, dear Creature, now let's 
make the kindeſt uſe of our Opportunity. 

ig. Not for the World! if Sir Simon ſhou'd come 
again, I ſhou'd be ruin'd Pray be gone —— ' I 

end to you to-morrow. 

Sir Sol. Nay, now you love me not——You would 
not let me part elſe thus unſatisficd. 

Wikh. Now you're unkind. You know I love you, 
or I ſhou'd not run ſuch Hazards for you. 

Sir Se. Fond Whore! [ 4/4e.] But I'm afraid you love 

Sir Solamen, and lay up all your Tenderneſs for him. 
C 3 | Wijh: 


5+ The DouBLE GALLANT: or, 


IF. Oridiculous! How can ſo fad a Wretch give you 
the leaſt uneaſy Thought ! I loath the very Sight of him. 
Sir Sal. Damn'd infernal Strumpet—I can bear no lon- 
ger— Lights! Lights ! within there. [Sci get ber. 
ih. Ah! [Shrieks.] Who's this, help! Murther! 
Sir S4. No, Traytreis, don't think to ſcape me; for 
now I've trap'd thee in thy Guilt, I cou'd find in m 
eurt to have thee flea'dalive, thy Skin ſtuff d, and hung 
up in the micdle of G- Hall, as a terrible Conſequence 
r Cuckoldom to the whole Ci Lights there! 
[ Enter Lady Sadlife xu:th a Light. 
L Sad. O Heavens! what's the matter! 
[Sir Solomon le aftonifh d. 
Hal whatCo I fee! my Servant on the Floor, and Sir So- 
1141 Cftthig Rudenes to her! O! I can't bear it! oh! 
[ Falls into a Chair. 
Nr . hat has the Devil been doing here? 
I. Cad. T n:s the Reward of all my Virtue ! O Re- 
verve! Revenge! | 
>.r . My Dear! my good Virtuous injur'd Dear, 
Le patient; ſor here has been ſuch wicked Doings. — 
L. Sad. O Torture! do you own it too! 'tis well my 
Jore protects you—but for this Wretch ! this Monſter! 
this Sword ſhall do me Juilice on her. 
[ Runs at Wiſhwell with Sir Solomon's Sævard. 
Sir Sl. O hold! my poor miſtaken Dear !—T his hor- 
rid Jade (the Gods can tell) is innocent for me; but ſhe 
as had, it ſeems, a ſtrong Dog in the Cloſet here; which 
ſuſpecting, put my felt into his Place, and had almoſt 
trap'd her in the very Impudence of her Iniquity. 
. Sad. How ! I'm glad to find he dares not 
own *cwas his Jealouſy of me [ Aide. 
Wi. ( Kneeling.) Dear Madam, I hope your Ladyſhip 
will pardon the Liberty I took in your Abſence, in bring- 
ing my Lover into your Ladyſhip's Chamber; but I did not 
taink you wou'd come home from Prayers ſo ſoon, and fol 
was fore d to hide him in that Cloſet: but my Maſter ſuſ- 
pecting the Buſineſs, it ſeems, turn'd him out unknown to 
ne, and then put himielt there, and ſo had a mind to diſ- 
cover whether there was any Harm between us; and fo 
becau.e he fancy'd I ha d been naught with * 
ir 
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Sir Sol. Ay, my Dear; and the Jade was fo confoun- 
dedly fond ot me, that I grew out of all patience, and 
fell upon her like 2 Fury. 

L. Sad. Horrid Creature, and does ſhe think to tay 
a Minute in the Family, after ſuch Impudence ! 

Sir Sol. Hold, my Dear tor if this ſhould be 
the Man that is to marry her you know there ma; 
be no Harm done yet. 

Wiſh. Yes, it was he indeed, \ladam. 

Sir Sol. It was he indeed, Nladam. 

Sir Sol. | ide] | mult not let the Jade be turn'd away, 
for fear ſhe ſhou'd put it in my Wife's head, that I hid 
my ſelf to diſcover her Ladyſhip, and then the Devil 

ou'd not be able to live in the Houle with her. 

Wiſh. Now, Sir, you know, what | can tell of vou. 

[ Aide to Sir Solomon. 

Sir Sol. Mum! it's a good Girl ! there's a Guinca for 

ou. 

L. Sad. Well, upon your Interceſſion, my Dear, III 
pardon her this Favit: but pray, Nliſtrets, let me ca, 
of no more iuch Doings. I am ſo diſorder'd with th s 
Fright tetch my Prayer-book, Il} endeavour 
to compoſe my elf. [Exit Lad, Sadlite. 

Sir S“ Ay, do to ! that's my good-Dear—\V hat tuo 
bleſſed Eſcapes | have had! to find my ſelf rv Cucko.d a: 
lat, and (which had been equally terrible) my Wife net 
know I wrongfully ſuſpected her. Well lat length | am 
fully convinc'd of her Virtue—and now if I can but cut of 
the abominable Expence, thatattends ſome of her imper- 
tinent Acquaintance, I ſhall ſhew my ſelf a Machiav/. 

| Re-enter Wiſhwell. 

With. Sir, here's my. Lady Dainty come to wait upon 
my Lady. : 

Sir Sol. I'm ſorry fer't with all my heart 
why did you ſav ſhe was within? 

Wifh. Sir, ſhe did not aſk if ſhe was; but ſhe's never 
ws to her. 

ir So/. Gad ſo! why then if you pleaſe to leave he 
Ladyſhip to me, I'll begin wid hes — 
Wiſhwell brings in Lady Dainty. 

L. D. Sir Slamon, your ve'y humble Servant. 

Sir Sol. Yours, yours, Madam. L. 
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L. D. Where's my Lady ? 


Sir Sol. Where your Ladyſhip very ſeldom is at 
Prayers. 

L. D. Huh! huh! you keep your Old Humour ſtill I 
ſee, of endeavouring to ſpeak home Truths ; but I think 
you commonly guets wrong: For you muſt know that 
I have bought me the prettieſt Atlas Cuſhions with Gold 
Taſſels on purpoſe to kneel upon. 

Sir Sol. 
great many fine things, that you never uſe — for I don't 
remember | have ſeen you, or your Cuſhions, at Church 
theſe three Weeks. 

L. D. Never miſs, never miſs, if I am in any ſort of 
Condition to (huh, huh) endure the Air: Tho' indeed a 
Sunday is very apt to give one the Spleen, or the Va- 


pF ours 


ot unlikely, Madam; you fine Ladies have a 


but if I am not there my ſeit, [conſtantly ſend 


my Woman to ſce how the Faſhions alter. 

Sir Sol. I cry your Mercy, Madam, I did not know 
that that was your Mode-Market Day before. 

L. D. Sir, the greateſt Diſtinction of People of Qua- 
lity is, that they make every thing eaſy to em. 

Sir Sol. Ves, yes, being in the Mode, I ſee, will let 
one into notable Privileges. 


Enter Lady Sadlife. 


L. Sad. My dear Lady Dainty ! 

L. D D-ar Madam, I am the happieſt Perſon alive 
in finding your Ladyſhip at home. 

Sir Sol. So! Now for a Torrent of Impertinence. 

L. Sad. Your Lady ſhip does me a great deal of honour. 

L. D. I am ſ ure I do my ſelf a great deal of Pleaſure: 
I have made at leaſt twenty Viſits to-day, and not above 
tive of them were at home: and meetin 
{onable Creature at laſl, is like the Pleaſure of Unla- 
cing, after being ſquecz d up ina ſtrait pair of Stays ata 
Birth-day. 

L. Sad. Some Viſits are indeed ſtrangely Fatiguing. 

L. D. O! I'm quite dead! not but my Coach is very 
caſy yet ſo much 

Sir Sol. Ah, Pox o 
providing your Equipage, ods-zooks you ſhou'd rum ble 


7 key 


with a rea- 


erpetual Motion 
your Diſorder 


you know. 
if | had the. 


to your Viſits in a W heclbarrow. 


. 
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L. Sad. Was you at My Lady Dutcheſs's ? 
L. D. A little while. 

L. Sad. Had ſhe a great Circle ? 

L. D. Extream — I was not able to bear the Breath: 
of ſo much Company. 

L. Sad. Pray who had you? 

L. D. Every body —— my Lady Toilet, Lady Pat- 
chit, Mrs. Peepers, Lady Whitewaſh, Mrs. Layiton, Lady 


Steinkirk, both the Miſtreſs Fawoarites, Lady Jumps, 


and the Dutcheſs of Falbala. 

L. Sad. You did not dine there ? 

L. D. Oh! I can't touch any body's Dinner but my 
own——and I have almoſt ki:l'd my ſelf this Week for 
want of my uſual Glaſs of Tokay after my Orto/ans, and 
M Duck Eggs. 

Sir So/. Zbud, if I had the feeding of you, I'd bring 
— in a Fortnight to Neck-Beef, and a Pot of plain 

L. D. Then I have been ſo ſurfeited with the fight of 
a hideous City Entertainment to-day at my Lady Cor- 
morant's, who. knows no other Happineſs, or way of 
making one Welcome, than Eating, or Drinking ; I was 
ready to ſwoon at the fight of her Table, being juſt 
come out of the freſh Air. | 

L. Sad. Pray how was it fill'd, Madam? 

L. D. At the upper end fat her Ladyſhip, and at each 
Elbow a Daughter, with Arms like Ploughmen, freckled 
like Turkey-Eggs, and Cheeks like Catherine Pears—- 
they were enough to beat one down with the coarſe 
Pores of their Skin! Huh! huh! 

L. Sad. O! Frightful! — but pray go on. 

Sir Sol. In my Conſcience, their daily Converſation is 
made up of nothing but impudent Fleering at honeſt 
People, that don't know as many ways of being Fop- 
piſhly vicious as themſelves. Aide. 

L. D. At the lower end was an unlick'd thing, ſhe 


calld Son——1 wag you by her firit Venter; that fat all 


the while with his Mouth gaping wide, not having from 


Nature Wit enough to fetch his Breath through his Noſe... 


L. Sad. Ha! ha! 
C 5 L. 
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L. D. The Table, or rather Larder, was fill'd with 
Iams, roaſted Pullets, and Turkey-Pyes, with a great 
C-ire Cheeſe in the middle, that rivall'd every one in 
bulk but her Ladyſhip; and a large Tankard of ſtron 
Beer, Nutmeg and Sugar, enough to fuddle a Gravk 
Jury, or carry an Intereſt at an Election. 

L. Sad. A true Eagliſb Home-bred Family. 

L. D. In every Circumſtance : For tho' ihe ſaw I was 
juſt fainting at her vaſt Limbs of Butchers Meat—yer 
the civil Savage forc'd me to fit down, and heap'd enough 
upon my Plate to victual a Fleet for an Eaft India Voy- 
age. 

* Sad. How cou'd you bear it? Ha! ha! 

Sir Sal. Sbud! I han't Patience — pray, Madam, is 
it among the Rules of your this End-ot-the-Town Breed- 
ing, to laugh at your Friends for making you heartily 
we come ? 

L. D. Sir So/amon ! "tis impoTble to ſee the Titles of 
Quality join'd with ſuch Mob Diſpolitiens, without eaſing 
one's Spleen a little: And nothing diſtinguiſhes the Com- 
mons ſo much as their grois Feeding: 1 never knew a 
true Plebeian, that had not an odious vaſt Stomach— 
huh ! huh! 

Sir Sel Your Ladyſhip knows the Elegance of Life. 

L. Sad. Does your Ladyſhip never go to the Play ? 

L. D. Never, but when I beſpeak it my ſelf, and then 
rot to mind the Actors; for it's common to love Sights: 
AI great Diverſion is in a repos'd Polture to turn my 
ves upon the Galleries, and bleſs my ſelf to hear the 
tappy Savages laugh 
crouds her ſelf in among us — tis an unſpeakable Plea- 
{ure to contemplate her Airs and Dreſs.— And they never 
cape me for I am as apprehenſive of ſuch a Creature's 
coming near me, as lome People are when a Cat is in the 
Room — but the Play is begun, I believe, and if your 
Ladyſhip bas an Inclination, I'll wait upon you. 


I. Sad. I think, Madam, we can't do better; and here 
comes Mr. Careliſi, moſt opportunely to Squire us—— | 


Sir Sol. Careleſs! I don't know him, but my Wife 
does, and that's as well: 
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Enter Care leſs. 

Care. Ladies your Servant ſeeing your Coach at the 
Door, Madam, made me not able to reſiſt this Oppor- 
tunity to to you know Madam, there's no time 
to be lolt in Love. Sir Sele non, your Servant 

Sir Sol. O yours! yours Sir! A very impudent Fel- 
low, and I'm in hopes will marry her. [ Ade. 

L. D. The Aſſurance of this Creature almoſt grows 
Diverting; all one can do, can't make him the leaſt ſenſi- 
ble of a Diſcouragement. 

L. Sad. Try what Compliance will do; perhaps, that 
may fright him. ; 

L. D. It it were not too dear a Remedy ——one 
wou'd almolt do any thing to get rid of his Company. 

Care. Which you never will, Madam, till you marry 
me, depend upoa't: Do that, and I'll trouble you no 
more 


Sir Sol. This Fellow's abominable! He'il certainly 
have her. [ Aſide. 

L. D. There's no depend ing upon your Word, or elle 
I might: for the laſt time I law you, you told me then 
you would troubie me no-more. 

Care. Ay, that's true, Madam ; but to keep : one's 
Word, you know, looks like a Tradeſman. 

Sir So/. Impudent Rogue ! but he'll have her.—{ Hide. 

Care. And is as much below a Gentleman, as paying 
one's Debts. 

Sir Sol. If he is not hang'd firſt, —- [Ai 

Care. Beſides, Madam; I conſider'd that my Ablence 
might endanger your Conſtitution, which is ſo very ten- 
der, that nothing but Love can fave it, and ſo 1 Won 
een adviſe you to throw away your Juleps, your Car- 
dials, and Slops, and take me all at once. 

L. D. No Sir; bitter Potions are not to be taken ſo 
ſuddenly. | 
Care. Oh! to chuſe, Madam; for if you land mal:- 
ing of Faces, and kecking againſt it, you'll but increa(c 
your Averſion, and delay the Cure. Come, come, yo. 1 
muſt be ad vis'd, LP. C tg her. 

L. D. What mean you, Sir? 

Ca: 7 


— — 
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Care. To baniſh all your Ails, and be my ſelf your 
Univerſal Medicine. 

Sir Sol. Well ſaid! he'll have her. 

L. D. Impudent robuſt Man ; I proteſt' did not I 
know his Family, I ſhou'd think his Parents had not 
liv'd in Chairs and Coaches, but had us'd their Limbs 
all their Lives! Huh! hah! but I begin to be perſua- 
ded Health is a great Bleſſing. [ Afide. 

Care. My Limbs, Madam, were convey'd to me 
from before the Uſe of Chairs and Coaches, and it might 
leſſen the Dignity of my Anceſtors, not to uſe them as 
they did. , 

L. D. Was ever ſuch a rude Underſtanding ? to va- 
ſue himſelf upon the Barbariſm of his Fore-fathers 
Indeed I have heard of Kings that were bred to the 
Plough, and I fancy you might deſcend from ſuch a 
Race; for you court as if you were behind one 
Huh! huh! huh! To treat a Woman of Quality like 
an Exchange-Wench, and expreſs your Paſſion with 
your Arms; unpoliſh'd Man! 

Care. I was willing, Madam, to take from the Vul- 
gar the only deſirable thing among em, and ſhew you 

how they live ſa healthy for they have no 0- 
ther Remedy. 

L. D. A very rough Medicine! huh !: huh! 

Care. To thoſe that never took it, it may ſeem ſo— 

L. D. Abandon'd Raviſher ! Oh! [ Struggling. 

Sir Sol. He has her.. [Alide. 

L. D. Leave the Room, and ſee my Face no more. 

Care. [ Bows, and is going. | 

L. D. And hark ye, Sir, no Bribes, na Mediations 
to my Woman. 

Care. [ Bows and Sighs.] 

L. D. Thou Profligate! to hug! to claſp! to em- 
brace and throw your robuſt Arms about me like a Vul- 


gar, and Indelicate! Oh! I faint with Apprehenſion of 


io groſs an Addreſs. [She faints, and Care. catches her. 

Care. O my offended Fair ! 

L. D. Inhumane! Raviſher! Oh! 

Care. carries her off. 
Sir 
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Sir Sol. He has her! ſhe's undone! He has her. 
[Exit after them. 

L. Sad. This is one of the moſt extraordinary Love- 
Scenes I ever ſaw : I never cou'd find a Woman's Fan- 
taſk wou'd run high enough to oppoſe her ſecret Incli- 
nation before : But I fancy by this time her Ladyſhip's 
Delicacy wou'd be glad to compound for a little of the 
Vulgar. [ Exit. 

Enter Clarinda and Sylvia. 

Cla. Well, Couſin, what do you think of your 
Gentleman now ? 

Syl. 1 fancy, Madam, that wou'd be as proper a 
Queſtion to aſk you: For really I don't ſee any great 
reaſon to alter my Opinion of him yet 

Cla. Now I cou'd daſh her at once, and ſhew it her 
under his own Hand, that his Name's Szandfaft, and 
he'll be here in a quarter of an Hour — but let her 5 

e 


on a little. [ Aſcde. 


Sl. Pray, Couſin, have you any particular Reaſon. 
to be ſo cheerful ? 


Cla. You'll pardon me, if I own a little of my Sex's 
Malice, my Dear. For a Woman that won't be con- 
vinc'd of the Infidelity of her Lover, when ker Friend 
aſſures her of it from her owrr Knowledge, is to me the 
moſt unfortunate Figure in Nature! Ha! ha! ha! 

Sl. I have two or three Lines in my Pocket, that 
wou'd ſtrangely damp this Pertneſs ; bur I rather think 
it affected, and won't ſhew it till I am fure— [ 4/de.] 
Methinks, Couſin, we need not either of us give our 
ſelves any of theſe violent Airs? for I fancy the Gentle- 
man's next Appearance will extreamly take down the 
Vanity of one of us. 

Cla. Ha! ha! Ay! ay! That it will, I'm poſitive. 

Hl.. You muſt certainly be deceiv'd into ſome ſecret 


| Reaſon for your being ſo very poſitive. 


Cla. Deceiv'd, Madam! If I had no Reaſon but 
what's writ in my Face, I fancy, with Submiſſion to 
your Ladyſhip's Beauty, that alone might juſtify my 
Confidence. 


HJ. Your Face—And have you really no better Se- 
eurity? 
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Cla. Better! Ha! ha! Yes, yes: I have a better, 
Madam, I have your Face — look but in the honeſt 
Glaſs, and tell me what I ſhou'd be afraid on? Ha! ha! 
ha 

Syl. No, Madam, I need not do that, I remember 
enough of my Face, to know it is not in any one 
Charm like yours— Thanks to indulgent Nature. 


[ Lifting up her Hands and Eyes. 


Cla. Really, Couſin, you have one Quality I envy 


you for: For to be extravagantly vain, is certainly the 
firſt State of Happineſs. 


Syl. Really I think ſo too, and therefore won't un- 


deceive your Vanity, becauſe twou'd be giving my | 


Friend too barbarous a Mortification. 

Cla. Well! we are ſtrangely good-natur'd: for let 
me die, Child, if I have not juſt the ſame Tenderneſs 
for you. 

Sy/. Lard! How ſhall we do to requite one another? 

Cla. I vow I don't think I ought to refuſe you any 


Service in my power ; therefore if you think it worth. 


our while not to be out of Countenance when the Co- 
Jonel comes, I wou'd adviſe you to withdraw now; 
for if you dare take his own Word for it, he will be 
here in three Minutes, as this may convince you. 
[ Gives a Letter. 
Sy]. What's here? a Letter from Colonel Szandfaft? 
Really, Couſin, I have nothing to ſay to him. 
Mr. Freeman's the Perſon I'm concern'd for, and L 
expect to ſee him here in a Quarter of an Hour. 
Cla. Then you don't believe them both the ſame 
Perſon ? | 
Sl. Not by their Hands or Style, I can aſſure you, 
as this may convince you. [ Gives a Letter. 
Cla. Ha! The Hand is different indeed] ſcarce 
know what to think: and yet I'm ſure my Eyes were 
not deceiv'd. 
Sy/. Come, Couſin, let's be a tittle cooler; tis not 
impoſſible but we may have both laugh'd at one another 
to no purpoſe—for I am confident they are two Perſons. 


Cla. I can't tell that, but I'm ſure here comes one 


of em. 


Enter 
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. Enter Atall as Col. Standfaſt. 
Sy. Ha! 5 
Ar. Hey! Bombard, (there they are, Faith !) bid 
the Chariot ſet up, and.call again about One or Two 
in the Morning—You ſee, Madam, what tis to give 
an impudent Fellow the leaſt Encouragement: I am re- 
ſolv'd now to make a _ on't with you. 

Cla. J am afraid, Colonel, we ſhall have much ado 
to be good Company, for we are two Women to one 
Man, you ſee ; and if we ſhou'd both have a Fancy to 
have you particular, I doubt you'd make but bungling 
Work on't. 

At. I warrant you we will paſs our time like Gods : 
Two Ladies and one Man ; the prettieſt Set for Ombre- 
in the Univerſe—Come!' come! Cards! Cards! Cards! 
and Tea, that I inſiſt upon. 

Cn. Well, Sir, if my Couſin will make one, I 
won t bal your Good-humour.[ Turning Syl. to face him. 

At. Is the Lady your Relation, Madam ? I beg 
the Honour to be known to her. 

Cla. O Sir! that Pm ſure ſhe can't refuſe u 
Couſin, this is Col. Szandfr/?. | Laughs aſide.) I hope 
now ſhe's convinc'd. 

At. Your pardon, Madam, if Iam a little particu- 
lar in my Deſire to be known to any of this Lady's 
Relations. [ Salute. 

H.. You'll certainly deſerve mine, Sir, by being al- 
ways particular to that Lady | 

. Oh, Madam! Tall, lall. ¶ Tarns array, and Sings. 

Sy/. This Aſſurance is beyond Example. [ Afede. 

Cla. How do you do, Coulin ? 

Sy. Beyond bearing but not incurable. [ Aide. 

Cla. [ Afide.] Now can't I ſind in my heart to give 
him one angry Word for his Impudence to me this 
Morning, the Pleaſure of ſceing my Rival mortified 
makes me ſtrangely good-natur'd. 

At. [Turning familiarly to Cla.] Upon my Soul you 
are provokingly handſome to-day. Ay Gad! why is 
not it High Treaſon for any beautiful Woman to marry ? 

Cla. What, wou'd you have us lead Apes? 


At. 
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At. Not one of you, by all that's lovely Do you 
think we cou'd not find you better Employment ? Death! 
what a Hand is here? Gad ! I ſhall grow fooliſh! 

Cla. Stick to your Aſſurance, and you are in nodan- 
” Why, then in obedience to your Commands, 
pr'ythee anſwer me ſincerely one. Queition ? How long 
do you really defign to make me dangle thus ? 

Cla. Why really, I can't juſt ſet you a Time: but 
when you are weary of your Service, come to me with 
a Six-Pence and Modelty, and I'll give you a Diſcharge. 

At. Thou inſolent, provoking, handſome Tyrant. 

Cla. Come ! let me go this is not a very civil 
way of Entertaining my Couſin, methinks. 

At. I beg her pardon indeed [Boring to Syl.] But Lo- 
vers you know, Madam, may plead a fort of Excuſe 
for being ſingular when the favourite Fair's in com- 
pany. But we were talking of Cards, Ladies. 

Cla. Couſin, what ſay you? 


Sl. I had rather you wou'd excuſe me, I am a little 


unfit for Play at this time. 


At. What a valuable Virtue is Aſſurance! Now am 1 


I as intrepid as a Lawyer at the Bar. LAlidte. 
Cla. Bleſs me! You are not well? 
Sy. I ſhall be preſently Pray, Sir, give me 
leave to ask you a Queſtion. 
At. So! Now it's a coming [Afide.] Freely, Madam. 
Sy. Look on me well: Have you never ſeen my Face 
before ? 
At. Upon my Word, Madam, I can't recolle& that 


At. But pray, Madam, why may you ask ? 
Syl. I'm too much diſorder'd now to tell ouĩ— 
But if I'm nat deceiv'd, I'm miſerable. [Weeps. 
At. This is trange———- How her Concern tranſ- 
rts me ! 
Cla. Her Fears have touch'd me, and half perſuade 
me to revenge 'em Come, Couſin, be eaſy; I fee 


you are convinc'd he is the ſame, and now. II prove 
Sz. 


ym. ſelf a Friend. 
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Sl. I know not what to think my Senſes are 
confounded : Their Features are indeed the ſame ; and 
yet there's ſomething in their Air, their Dreſs and Man- 
ner, ſtrangely different: But be it as it will, all Right 
to him in preſence I diſclaim, and yield to you for ever. 

At. O Charming! Joyful Grief! [ Aide. 

Cla. No Couſin, believe it, both our Senſes cannot 
be deceiv'd, he's individually the ſame : And fince he 
dares be baſe to you, he's miſerable indeed, if flatter'd 
with a diſtant Hope of me: I know his Perſon and his 
Falſhood both too well; and you ſhall fee, will, as be- 
comes your Friend, reſent it. 

At. What means this Strangeneſs, Madam ? 

Cla. I'Il tell you, Sir; and to uſe few Words, Know 
then, this Lady and my Self have born your faithleſs 
Inſolence and Artifice too long: But that you may not 
think to impoſe on me, at leaſt, I deſire you would leave 
the Houſe, and from this Moment never {ce me more. 

At. Madam! What! what is all this? Riddle me 
Riddle me Re, 

For the Devil take me, 
For ever from thee, 
If I can divine what this Riddle can be! 

Sy]. Not mov'd! I'm more amaz d. 

At. Pray, Madam, in the Name of common Senſe, 
let me know in two Words what the real Meaning of 
your laſt terrible Speech was; and if I don't make you 
a plain, honelt, reaſonable Anſwer to it, be pleaſed the 
next Minute to blot my Name out of your Table-book, 
never more to be enroll'd in the ſenſeleſs Catalogue of 
thoſe vain Coxcombs, that impudently hope to come 
into your Favour. 

Cla. This Inſolence grows tedious : What end can 
you propoſe by this Aſſurance ? | 

At. Hey-day ! | 

9. Hold Couſin, »———=one Moment's Patience. I'll 
lend this Minute again to Mr. Freeman, and if he does 
not immediately appear, the Diſpute will need no far- 
ther Argument. 

At. \ r. Freeman! Who the Devil's he ? What have 
I to do with him ? 


Sys, 
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Sy/. I'll ſoon inform you, Sir. 
[ Going, mects Wiſhwell entering, 
ib. Madam, here's a Foorman mightily out of 
breath, ſays he belongs to Mr. Freeman, and defires 
very earneſtly to ſpeak with you. 
Sy. Mr. Freeman! Pray bid him come in 
what can this mean ? 


At. You'll fee preſently. [ Lide. 
Re enter Wiſhwell with Finder. 
Cla. Ha! 


Sy!/. Come hither Friend, do you belong to Mr, 
Freeman? 
Find. Yes, Madam, and my poor Matter gives his 


humble Service to your Ladyſhip, and begs your Par- 


don for »ot waiting on you according to his Promiſe ;. 
Which ie would certainly have done, but {or an unfor- 
tunate W ident. 

Sy/. W.. rs the Matter? 

Find. : was coming out of his Lodgings to pay 
his Daty te „ou, Madam, a Parcel of Feliows jet upon. 
him, and aid they had a Warrant againſt him; and 
ſo, becauſi t1i2 Raſcals began to be 1aucy with him, and 
my Matter knowing he did not owe a Shilling in the 
World, he drew to de end himſelt. and in the Scuffte 
the bloody Villains ran on- of their Swords quite thro' 
his Arm; but the beit o. the Jelt was, Madam, that as 
ſoon as they got him into a Houſe, and ſent for a Sur- 
geon, he prov'd to be the wrong Perſon, for their War- 
rant it ſeems was againit a poor Scoundrel, that happens 
they ſay to be very like him, one Col. Stand/a/t. 

At. Say you ſo, Mr. Dog it your Maſter had. 
been here, I wou'd have given him as much. 


[Gives him a Box on the Ear. 


Find. O Lord! Pray Madam fave me I did not 
ſpeak a Word to the Gentleman. —0 the Devil! this 
mult be the Devil in the likeneſs of my Matter. . 

Cla. I am ſtartled | 

Syl. Is this Gentleman fo very like him, ſay you! 

Find. Like, Madam! Ay, as one Box of the Ear is 
to another; only I think, Madam, my Maſter's Noſe 
is a lictle, little higher. 


Sy. 
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yl. Now, Ladies, I preſume the Riddle's ſolv'd. 

It. Hark you, where is your Maſter, Raſcal ? 

Find. Maſter, Raſcal! Sir my Maſter's Name's Free- 
man, and I'm a Free-born Eng/if Man, and I mult tell 
you, Sir, that 1 don't uſe to take ſuch Arbitrary Socks 
of the Face from any Man, that does not pay me Wa- 
ges: And ſo my Matter will tell you too, when he 
comes, Sir. 

$y/. Will he be here then? 

Find. This Minute, Madam; he only ſtays to have 
his Wound dreſt. 

At. I'm reſolv'd I'll ſtay that Minute out, if he 
does not come till Midnight. 

Find. A Pox of his Mettle when his Hand's in, 
he makes no Difference between jeſt and Earneſt, I 
find If he does not pay me well for this, Egad he 
ſhall tell the next for himſelf. [Aſide. 

Find. Has your I adyſhip any Commands to my Ma- 
ſter, Madam ? 

Hl.. Yes, pray give him my humble Service, ſay I'm 
ſorry for his 3 and if he thinks "twill do his 
Wound no harm, I beg by all means he may be brought 
hither immediately. 

Find. Shah! his Wound, Madam, I know he does 
not value it of a Ruſh; for he'll have the Devil and 
all of Actions againſt the Rogues, for falſe Impriſon- 
ment, and Smart-Money Ladies, I Kiſs your 
Hands—Sir I— nothing at all. [ Exit. 

At. [ fide.) The Dog has done it rarely; for a 

Lye upon the Stretch, I don't know a better Raſcal in 


Europe. 
Enter an Officer. 

Of. Ay ! now I'm ſure I'm right. is not your 
Name Col. Stard/aft, Sir ? 

At. Yes, Sir, what then ? 

Off. Then you are my Priſoner, Sir. 
At. Your Priſoner ! who the Devil are you? a Bay- 
liff? I don't owe a Shilling. 

Of. I don't care if you don't, Sir; I have a Warrant 


againit you for High Treaſon, and I muſt have you a- 
way this Minute. 


At + 
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At. Look you, Sir, depend upon't, this is but ſome 
impertinent malicious Proſecution: You may venture 
to ſtay a Quarter of an Hour, I'm ſure ; 1 have ſome 
Buſineſs here till then, that concerns me nearer than 
my Life 

Cla. Have but ſo much Patience, and I'll ſatisfy you 
for your Civility. 

OF. I cou'd not ſtay a Quarter of an Hour, Madam, 
if you'd give me five hundred Pound. 

Syz/. Can't you take Bail, Sir? 
OF. Bail! no! no! | 
C/a. Whither muit he be carried ? 


OF. To my Houle, *till he's examined before the 
Council. 


Cla. Where is your Houſe ? 

OF. Juſt by the Secretary's Office; every body knows 
Mr. Lockum the Meſſenger — come, Sir. 

At. I can't ſtir yet, indeed, Sir. 

[ Lays his Hand on his Sword. 

OF. Nay, look you, it you are for that Pla 
Come in, Gentlemen, away with him. , 

Enter Muſqueteers, and force him off. 

Syl. This is the 1 eſt — 1 — — 
ſorry for the Colonel's Misfortune, but I am as hear- 
tily glad he is not Mr. Freeman. 

Cla. I'm afraid you will find him ſo I ſhall 
never change my Opinion of him, till I ſee em Face 
to Face. 

Sl. Well, Couſin, let em be two, or one, I'm re- 
ſolv'd to ſtick to Mr. Freeman: For to tell you the 
Truth, this laſt Spark has too much of the Confident 
Rake in him to pleaſe me, but there is a modeſt Sincerity 
in other's Converſation that's irreſiſtible. 

Cla. For my part, I'm almoſt tir'd with his Imper- 
tinence either way, and cou'd find in my heart to 
trouble my ſelf no more about him : and yet me- 
thinks it provokes me to have a Fellow outface my 
Senſes. 

Hl. Nay, they are ſtrangely like, I own ; but yet 
if you obſerve nicely, Mr. Freeman's Features are more 
pale and penſive than the Colonel's. 
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Cla. When Mr. Freeman comes, I'll be cloſer in 
my Obſervation of him in the mean time, let 


m: conſider what I really propoſe by all this Buſtle I 


make about him : Suppoſe, (which I can never be- 
lieve) they ſhould prove two ſeveral Men at laſt, I 
don't find that I'm Fool enough to think of marrying 
either of em; nor (whatever Airs I give my ſelf) am 
I yet mad enough to do worſe with em Well! 
ſince I don't deſign to come to a cloſe Engagement my 
ſelf then, why ſhou'd I not generouſly ſtand out of the 
way, and make room for one that would? no, I can't 
do that neither _ I want, methinks, to con- 
vict him firſt of being one and the ſame Perſon, and 
t ien to have him convince my Couſin, that he likes me 
better than her Ay, that wou'd do! and to con- 
feſs my Infirmity, I ſtill find (tho I don't care this for 
tie Fellow) while ſhe has the Aſſurance to nouriſh the 
leaſt hope of getting him from me, I ſhall never be 
heartily eaſy, till ſhe's heartily mortified. [ fide. 
gl. You ſeem very much concern'd for the Colonel's 
Misfortune, Couſin. 

Cla. His Misfortunes ſeldom hold him long, as you 
may ſee; for here he comes. 

Enter Atall, as Mr. Freeman. 

Sy. Bleſs me! 

At. I am ſorry, Madam, I cou'd not be more punc- 
tual to your obliging Commands : But the Accident 
that prevented my coming ſooner, will, I hope, now 
give me a Pretence to a better Welcome than my laſt: 
For now, Madam, [zo Cla.] your Miſtake's ſet right, 
I preſume, and I hope you won't expect Mr. Freeman 
to anſwer for all the Miſcarriages of Col. Srangfaſt. 

Cla. Not in the leaſt, Sir: The Colonel's able to 
anſwer for himſelf, I find! ha! ha! ha! 

At. Was not my Servant with you, Madam ? 


[To Syl3 
Hl. Yes, yes, Sir, he has told us all. I'll ſeem to be- 
lieve any thing rather than not engage him from her. 
[ 4fide.} And I am ſorry you have paid ſo dear for a 
Proof of your Innocence: Had you come two Minutes 
ſooner, you would have been as much ſurpriz d as * ; 
| or 


> 
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for the Colonel, that ſtrange Image of you, was 
here. 

At. O dear Madam, why would you part with him, 
when I had ſent you Word before, I wou'd be with you 


as ſoon as my Wound was dreſt. 


Syl. "Twas not in our power to keep him, Sir; for 
it — the ſame Officer that miſtook you for him, pur- 


ſu'd him hither, and hurried him away to Priſon. 


At. I'd give the World methinks to ſee him ! What 
ſay you, Madam, have you Curioſity enough to take 
Coach immediately, and carry me to him ? 

Sl. You'll excuſe me if I don't deſire to bring you to- 


gether; eſpecially while the Smart of the Wound you 


receiv'd upon his account is ſo freſh upon you,  wou'd 
not h you in a new Quarrel. 
Cla. Lard! how happy the Creature is. LA ldi. 


At. O fy! Madam, upon my faith, I have not the 


leaſt Malice in the World to the Gentleman. 
Cla. Nor the Gentleman to you, I dare ſwear, Sir! 


ha! ha! ha! For Aſſurance and Credulity——1I thank 


my Stars, I never ſaw a Couple better match'd in my 


Life before! ha! ha! Why won't you go to the Mei- 


ſenger's, Couſin, and prove me in the wrong ? you'l 
ſee no Danger of a new Quarrel, take my Word for't; 
for I'm ſtrangely afraid, that the only way in Nature 
to bring this Gentleman and the Colonel Face to Face, 
is to hold him a Looking-Glaſs! ha! ha! | 

At. I hope, Madam, you won't take it ill, if the Fury 
of this Accuſation ſhould not raiſe me to a Deſire of cou- 
. you of my Innocence; while this Lady's fatis- 
fy'd of it, you'll pardon me, if I am not under the leaf 
degree of Concern about it. | 

Sy/. And for me, Couſin, I ſhall make but few Words 
with you; you may endeavour as much as you pleaſe, 
to amuſe and confound me with Fears, Doubts, and 
Jealouſies of Perſons, but neither all the Truth, or Ar- 
tifice under Heaven, will be able to convince me, that 
this Gentleman is not this Gentleman—— And there- 
fore unleſs you can prove him to be no body at all, 
I'd adviſe you to ſet your Heart at reſt ; for what J 
deſign, you'll find, I ſhall come to a ſpeedy Reſolu- 


tion in. At. 
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At. O generous Reſolution ! 
Cla. Well, Madam, fince you are ſo tenacious of 


your Conquelt, I hope you'll give me the ſame Liberty 


and not expect the next time you fall a crying, at the 
Colonel's Gallantry to me, that my Good - nature ſliouꝰd 
give you up my Pretenſions to him. And for you, 
dir. ſhall only tell you, this laſt Plot was not 
ſo cloſely laid, but that a Woman of a very ſlender Ca- 
pacity, you'll find, has Wit enough to diſcover it. 
[Exit Cla. 
At. So! ſhe's gone to the Meſſenger's, I ſuppoſe. 
but, poor Soul, her Intelligence theie will beextreamly 
ſmall : [ Hide] Well Madam, I hope at laſt your 
Scruples are over. 
Sl. You can't blame me, Sir, if now we are alone, 
I own my ſelf a little more ſurpriz'd at her Poſitiveneſs, 
than my Woman's Pride wou'd let me confeis befure 
her Face; and yet methinks there is a native Honeſty 
in your Look, that tells me I am not miſtaken, and 
may truſt you with my Heart. | 
At. O! for Pity ſtill preſerve tha: tender Thought, 
and fave me from Deſpair. 
Enter Clerimont. 
Cler. Ha! Freeman again! is it poſlible ? 
At. How now, Cleri mont, what are you ſurpriz'd at? 
Cler. Why, to ſee thee almoſt in two Places at one 
time; 'tis but this Minute, I met the very Image of 
thee with the Mob about a Coach, in the Hands of a 
Meſſenger, whom I had the Curioſity to {tcp and call 
to; and had no other Proof of his not being thee, but 
that Spark wou'd not know me ! 
Hl. Strange! I almoſt think I'm really not deceiv'd. 
Cler. Twas certainly Clarinda I ſaw, go out in a 
Chair juſt now-——it mutt be ſhe the Circum- 


ſtances are too ſtrong for a Miſtake. [ Lfide. 
Sy. Well, Sir, to eaſe you of your Fears, now I 
dare own to you, that mine are over. [To At. 


Cler. What a Coxcomb have I made my ſelf, to ſerve 
my Rival &en with my own Mittreſs ? but tis at leaſt 
ſome Eale to know him: All I have to hope, is, that 
he 
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he does not know the Aſs he has made of me=—=that 
might indeed be fatal to him. [ Afide, 
Enter Sylvia's Aunt. 

Aunt. O, my dear Niece, I'm glad I've found you: 
Your Father and I have been hunting you all the Town 
over, . 

Sy. My Father in Town? 

Aunt. He waits below in the Coach for you: He 
muſt needs have you come away this Minute ; and 
talks of having you married this very Night to the 
fine Gentleman he ſpoke to you of. | 
Syl. What do I hear? | 

Ate. If ever ſoft Compaſſion touch'd your Soul, give 
me a Word of Comfort in this laſt Diſtreſs, to ſave me, 
from the Horrors that ſurround me. 

Syl. You fee we are obſerv'd but yet depend 
upon my Faith, as on my Life in the mean 
time, I'll uſe my utmoſt Power to avoid my Father's 
haſty Will: In two Hours you ſhall know my Fortune 
and my Family Now don't follow me, as you'd 
preſerve my Friendſhip. Come Madam. 

[Exit with Aunt. 

At. Death! How this News alarms me! I never felt 
the Pains of Love before. 

Cler. Now then to eaſe, or to revenge my Fears 
This ſudden Change of your Countenance, Mr. Atall, 
looks as if you had a mind to banter your Friend into 
a Belief of your being really in love with the Lady that 
juſt now left you. | 

At. Faith, Clerimont, I have too much Concern up- 
on me at this Time, to be capable of a Banter; or if 
I were, I don't fee any uſe it would be of in this Affair: 
But to deal at once ſincerely with you, there's ſomething 
in this Creature's Beauty and ſoit Temper, that ſtirs my 
very Reaſon into a Tenderneſs, that all her glittering 
Sex before could never raile me to. 

Cler. Ha! he ſeems really touch'd, and I begin now 
only to fear C/arinda's Conduct. Well, Sir, if it be 
ſo, I'm glad to fee a Convert of you; and now in re- 
turn to the little Services I have done you, in helping 
you to carry on your Affair with both thele Lzidi:s at 
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one time, give me leave to ask a Favour of you——— 
Be till ſincere, and we may ſtill be Friends. 

At. You ſurprize me—but uſe me as you find me. 

Cler. Have you no Acquaintance with a certain La- 
dy, whom you have lately heard me own I was unfor- 
tunately in love with ? 

At. Not that I know of, I'm fure not as the Lady 

are in love with : But pray, why do you ask ? 

Cler. Come, Ill be fincere with you too: Becauſe L 
have ſtrong Circumſtances, that convince me tis one 
of thoſe two you have been ſo buſy about. 

At. Not ſhe you ſaw with me, I hope. 

Cler. No, I mean the other But to clear the 
Doubt at once, is her Name Clarinda ? | 

At. I own it is: But had I tlic leaſt been warn'd of 
your Pretences 

Cl. Sir, I dare believe you, and tho' you may have 
prevail'd even againſt her Honour, your Ignorance of 
my Paſſion for her makes you iland at leait excus'd to 
me. 

At. No, by all the folemn Proteſtations Tongue can 
utter, her Honour is untainted yet for me; nay, even 
unattempted : Nor had I] ever an Opportunity, that 
cou'd encourage the molt diuant 'Fhougat again: it. 
2 You own ſhe has receiv'd your Gallancries at 

At. Faith, not to be vain, ſhe has indeed taken ſome 
pains to pique ker Coufin about me; and if her beautitul 
Couſin had not fallen into my way at the {ame time, I 
muſt own, tis very poſſible I might have endeavour'd 
to puſh my Fortune with her: But ſince I now know 
your Heart, put my Friendſhip to a Trial. 

Cler. Only this it ] ſhou'd be reduc'd to 
ak it of you, promiſe to coafeis your Impoiture, and 
your Paſſion to her Couſin, before her Face. 

At. There's my Hand, — I'll do't,to right my Friend 
and Miſtreſs. But, dear Clerimont, you'll pardon me, 
if I leave you here: For my poor Incognita's Affairs at 
this time are in a very critical Condition. 


Cler. No Ceremony I releaſe you. 
At. Adieu. 


D Cler. 
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Cler. Women! What crazy Veſſels do we truſt our 
Fortunes in ? : 
Now will I reproach her, humble her into Shame; 
Deſpiſe and leave her to her Vanities for ever. 
a ! ſhe's here. 
Enter Clarinda. 


Cla. I am more confounded now than ever. <=] 


ſcarce know what to think — The Meſſenger confeſſes 
the Colonel is ſtill his Priſoner, but that his Orders are 
to give no Soul Admittance to him Ha! Clerimont! 
pray Heav'n he has not diſcover'd me 

Cler. You ſeem diſorder'd, Madam ſome 
cruel Diſappointment has, I fear, befallen you. 

Cla. "Tis fo! I ſee by his Aſſurance—O Guilt ! what 
Cowards doſt thou make of us . —— But let him not 
inſult too far. 2 

Cler. What! not a Word? Are you conſcious of any 
Wrong you have done me, Madam, that you ſtand thus 
confounded at the Sight of me? 

Cla. You have a very familiar Way of expreſſigg 
your ſelf, Sir? 

Cler. "Twas my Opinion of your Virtue, Madam, 
that kept me humble: But now that's loſt, methinks, 
you ſhou'd expect to be treated as you are — 

Cla. What do you mean? | 
— That two Lovers and Reputation are incon- 

ent. 

Cla. What ! has your Vanity then flatter'd you, to 
ſuppoſe I have receiv'd you for one ? 

Cler. Oh! Why truly, Madam, conſidering the Con- 


verſation that has paſs'd between us, I do ſtill inſiſt, 
that I might pretend to the Poſt: But in Love as in 


War, a Man of Honour can't ſee another put over his 


Head, without laying down his Commiſſion at leaſt: 
For 'twere as Infamous to ſerve you now, as 'twou'd 
have once been Glorious. 

Cla. *Tis falſe! you never thought ſo— The Man 
that really loves, wou'd not dare to ſee the Faults you 
tax me with; much leſs, with ſuch malicious Inſolence 
to tell me of 'em. 

Cler. Come! Come! you know Ilov'd you to a Folly, 
cr you had never dar'd to uſe me thus. Cla- 
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Cla. The Man that ſcorns to ſtand a Woman's idle 
Trial of his Temper, gives better Proofs of diſcerning 
Malice, than his Paſſion. 

Cler. He that fears to upbraid a Woman for abandon'd 
Liberties, like yours, may by his Silence (whatever her 
Pretence is) encourage her to make a real uſe of 'em. 

Cla. A Good-nature would at leaſt impute the Fault 
rather to want of Judgment, than of Virtue : But I am 
glad I am ſo early warn'd againſt your Temper ; had I 
never try'd it, my truſting it too far, as once my Folly 
thought to do, might have made me miſerable for ever. 

Cler. How ſubtilly that ſoſt Thought melts down my 
Anger ! I dare not look on her. [ Ufde. 

Enter Wiſhwell. 

Nie. Madam, Sir Solamon deſires to ſpeak with you, 
he has juſt receiv'd a Letter out of Yorkfire from the G en- 
tleman's Father, he ſays, that is propos'd to marry you. 

Cia. Coming. [Ex. Wiſh. 

Cler. You muſt not, ſhall not. cannot ſtir on 
this Occaſion. g 

C/a. I'Il go, by all the Injuries I have born from you 
PII do at leaſt a Juſtice to my Fame, and wed the groſſeſt 


Fool alive, rather than not revenge me on the ſawcy 
Jealouſy that durſt attaint it. 


Cler. Hear me but one Word. 

Cla. Never, but for your greater Torment know 
you've loſt a Heart that wounds it ſelf for you. [ Exit. 

Cler. O cruel Kindneſs! why ſo late confe(s'd ? What 
wou id not this Secret told in gentler Terms have wrought 
me to! But tis the Sex's Nature to be vainly cruel. 


Theſe kind Thoughts owwn'd in ſpite, too plainly prove, 
Revenge with them has fruceter Charms than Love. 
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The SCENE continues. 


Euter Clerimont and Careleſs. 


Cler. ND ſo you took the Opportunity of her 
Fainting, to carry her off: Pray, how long 

did her + ut lalt ? 
Care. Why, faith, I ſo humour d her Affectation, that 
tis hardly over yet; for I told her, her Life was in dan- 
ger, and ſwore if ſhe wou'd not let me ſend for a Parſon 
to marry her before ſhe dy'd, I'd that Minute ſend forz 
Shroud, and be buried alive with her in the ſame Coffin: 
But at the Apprehenſion of io terrible a Thought, ſhe 
1 to be frightned into her right Senſes again; and 


rbid me her Sight for ever So that in ſhort, my Im- 


pudence is almoit exhauſted, her Affectation is as unſur- 
mountable as another's real Virtue, and I mult e' en catch 
her that way, or die without her at laſt. 

Cler. How do you mean ? 

Care. Why, it I find I can't impoſe upon her by 
Humility, which I'll try; I'll e'en turn Rival to my- 
ſelf in a very fantaſtical Figure, that I'm ſure ſhe won't 
be able to reſiſt, Fc. You muſt know, ſhe has of late 
been flatter'd that the Muſcovite Prince Alexander i 
| dying for her, tho' he never ſpoke to her in his Life. 

Cler. I underſtand you: io you'll firſt venture to 
pique her againſt you, and then let her marry you in 
another Perion, to be reveng'd of you. 

Care. One of the two ways, I am pretty ſure to ſuc- 
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Cler. Extravagant enough! Pr'ythee, is Sir Sclemon 
in the nexc Room ? 


Care. What, you want his Aſſiſtance ? Clarinda's in 
ber Airs again 

Cler. Faith, Carel:/5, I am almoſt aſham'd to tell 
you, but I mult needs ſpeak with him. 

Care. Come along then. 

Enter Supple, and Capt. Stratt. 

Sup. If you pleaſe to walk in, Sir, my Maſter will 

wait upon you preſently Here he i 
Enter Sir Solomon. 
Capt. Vour Servant, Sir. 


Sir Sol. Oh! yours, Sir. Have you any Commands 
for me ? 


Cape. Sir, I hear you are a Man of Honour, and 
underſtand a Sword. 


Sir Sol. Sir, I know a little of the Law, and I believe 
that's as well. 

Capt. But Men of Honour are above Law, Sir, and 
| have been once with you before, Sir; and I come 
now to tell you once for all, that if I don't marry 
your Niece, you muſt meet me behind Mountague 
Houſe. 

25 Sol. Meet you ! for what, Sir? 

Capt. With your Sword in Hand, Sir. 

Six Sol. By Gingo, Captain, but I won't I 
don't like your Company fo well. 

Capt. Then, Sir, I'll poſt you for a Coward. 

Sir Sol. Then, Sir, you'll poſt yourſelf for a mad Man 

For I'm a Citizen of London, have fin'd for 
Alderman, and will fight with ne'er a beggarly Rake of 
you all. 

Capt. Then I muſt tell you, Sir, you are a pitiful 

and have neither Honour nor Courage. 

Sir Sol. And I muſt tell you, Sir, I have both; for 
(pay my Debts, and fear no Bailiff alive, Sir 

ich I believe, is more than you can ſay, moſt ter: ible 
Captain. 

Capt. Look you, Sir, I'!l ſpoil her Fortune, III fol- 
low her to the Church, * the Play houſe: I'll knock 


3 every 
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every Man down that looks at her, and cut every Cox- 
comb's Throat that pretends to her. 

Sir So“. Sir, if you talk at this rate to me, I'll ſwear 
the Peac againſt you, and bind you to a ſtrange Com- 
Fanion, your gcod Behaviour. 

Enter Clerimont. 

Cler. What's the matter, Sir So/omon ? 

Sir Sal. Why, here's an impertinent beggarly Fellow, 
ſwears he'll have my Niece, or cut my I hroat. 

Cler. How, Sir ? | 

Capt. Sir, I am in love with his Niece, among the 
reſt ot the great Fortunes oi the Town: Sir, I have 
toilow'd her at a Diſtance theſe twelve Months, and 
have ſpent an hundred Pounds aſter her in fair Peiriwigs, 
red Stockings, and Sword- knots. 

Cler. Did you ever ſpeak to her, Sir? 

Capt. No, Sir, but I have done all that's neceſſary, 
or uſual with Soldiers. I have toaſted her, bow'd to 
ler, walk'd with my Arms acroſs, and ogled her. 

Cler. ¶ Lookins nearly on him. ] Hum! is not your 
Name Strut ? 


WH; wat 


Capt. Ay, Sir, Capt. Strut, and as good a Family | 


Cler. As ever was kick'd, Sirrah ! Was not you my 
Father's Fcotman at the Revolution f I'II cool your 


Love, Mr. Dog ! [Kicks him. | 


Sir Sol. By Gingo, Captain, I did not know you woud 


T here 


take a Beating 
Captain. 


now, ha'n't 1 Courage, 


Capt. Sir, As I was your Father's Footman, I take | 


theſe Blows ; but as | am a Captain of the Militia—— 
Cler. You'll take em better, I know— 
[ Kicks him again. 
Capt. Blood! Sir—don't think, Sir, Dammy Sir, 
] ſhall expect Satisfaction. [ Exit, 
Sir Sal. O dear Mr. Cleri mont, I'm perſuaded he'll 
fight yet. | 


Cler . Never apprehead it, Sir. I vow I did nct know 


the Rogue, he wes ſo alter'd. 
Sir Sol. Really Sir, my Niece ard I are extremely 
oblig'd 
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oblig'd to you for this: and to ſhew you I'm in earneſt, 
if you like the Conditions I told you of, ſhe's yours. 

Cler. That indeed was my Buſineſs to you now, Sir, 
and if you pleaſe . 

Sir Sl. Here's Company, come into the next Room 

f E xeunt, 
Enter Lady Dainty, Lady Sadlife, and Carelcis. 

L. D. This rude boiſterous Man has given me a 
thouſand Diſorders ; the Cholick, the Spleen, the 
Palpitation of the Heart, and Convulſions all over 
Huh ! huh ! [ muſt ſend for the Doctor. 

L. Sad. Come, come, Madain, e'en pardon him, 
and let him be your Phyſician -o but obſerve his Pe- 
nitence——lo humble, he dares not ſpeak to you. 

Care. ¶ Folds his Arms, and /ighs.] On! 

L. Sad. How can you hear him ſigh fo ? 

L. D. Nay let him groan for nothing but his 
Pangs can eaſe me. 

Care. | Kneels and preſents her his drawn Sævord; 
opening his Breaſt.) Be then at once moit barbarouſly, 
juſt, and take your Vengeance here. „ 

L. D. No, I give thee Life to make thee miſerable 
live, that my reſenting Eyes may kill thee every Hour. 

Care. Nay then, there's no Relief but this 

[Offering at his Sxvard, Lady Sadiite holds him. 

L. Sad. Ah! for Mercy's Sake—barbarous Creature, 
how can you ſee him thus? 

L. D. Why, I did not bid him kill himſelf: But do 
you really think he wou'd ha' don't ? 

L. Sad. Certainly, if I had not prevented it. 

L. D. Strange Paſſion ! But tis its Nature to be vio- 
lent, when one makes it deſpair. 

L. Sad. Wo'n't you ſpeak to him ? 

L. D. No, but if your is enough concern'd to 
be his Friend, you may tell him not that it re- 
ally is ſo but you may ſay Fou believe 


[ pity him. 
L. Jas, Sure Love was never more 1idic 1lous on both 
— 
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Enter Wiſhwell. 
. Mladam. here's a Page from Prince Alexandir, 
defires to give a Letter into yovr Ladyſhip's own Hands, 
L. D. Prince A/-xander ! what means my Heart? [ 


come to him. 

L. Sad. By no means, Madam, pray let him come in, 

Care. Ha! Prince 4lexander ! nay, then I have found 
out the Secret of this Coldnels, Madam. 

Enter Page. 

Page. Nadam, his Royal H:ghneſs Prince Alexander 
my Maſter, has commanded me on pain of Death, thus 
[4neeling] to deliver this, the burning Secret of his Heart, 

L. D. O Grace of Grandeur ! Happy ! happy Climate! 
where ſuch Reſpect, and high Diſtinctions are familiar. 


[ Read, 

« Mot Divine Lady, 
« HE fer; Fate that's darted from the Cannon's Mouth, 
1 is not fa ſure, or ſudden, as the ſubtle Lightning of 
«* your refulgent Eyes: (Enchanting) Like Death, you level 
% Princes with the Peaſant : (Irrctiſtible) I beg the imme 


« diat: Eaſe, and Honour of kiſſing your fair Hands in 


« Perſon, that I may filence at ance all ſaucy Rivals Hopes, 
* and own the Paſſion of a Prince, whoſe Waunds are onl 
« avorthy the Relief of ſuch immortal Beauty. 


Tranſcendent Glory ! this is indeed a Conqueſt, worthy 
my Sex's higheſt Pride! 

Care. So! the bites rarely. 

L. Sad. She'll ſwallow all, ne'er doubt it. [ 4fide. 

L. D. Where is the Prince? 

Page. Repos'd in private on a Mourning Pallat, til 
your Commands vouchiate to raiſe him. 

L. Sad. By all means, receive him here immediately, [ 
have the Honour to be a little known to his Highnefs. 

L. D. The Favour, Madam, is too great to be reſiſted: 
Pray tell his Hignneſs then, the Honour of the Viſit he 
deßignus me, makes me thankful, and impatient ! hub! 
huh ! [Exit Page. 

Care. Are mv Sufferir ge, Madam, fo ſoon forgot then/ 
was 1 but flatter'd with the Hope of Pity ? 


L.D.| 


tc 


A. 


I 


R 2 


I 


2A 8. 7 * 


th 
— 


V, 5 


The Sick Lady's Cure. 81 


L. D. The Happy have whole Days, and thoſe they 
chooſe. [re/enting. ] The Unhappy have but Hours, and 
thoſe they loſe. [ Exit, repeating. 

L. Sad. Don't you loſe a Minute then. 

Care. I'll warrant you ten thouſand Thanks, 
dear Madam, I'll be transform'd in a Second 

[ Exeunt ſeverally. 
Enter Clarinda in Man's Habit. 

Cla. So! I'm in for't now ! how I ſhall come off, I 
can't tell: 'twas but a bare ſaving Game I made with 
Clerimont ; his Reſentment had brought my Pride to its 
laſt Legs, Diſſembling : And if the poor Man had not 
lov'd me too well, I had made but a diſmal humble Fi- 


gure I have us'd him ill, that's certain, and he 
may even thank himſelf for't he would be ſin- 
cere, and ] faw I was ſure of him which v as 


more than I cou'd tay by my double-fac'd Colonel, whom 
conſequently I was in fear of loſing : Beſide, I cou'd not 
bear to let another dre(; up her Vanity in any Lover of 
mine, tho* I did not deſign to wear him my ſelf: 
Well, (begging my Sex's Pardon] we do make the ſillieſt 

rant: we had better be reaſonable; for (todo em 
right) we don't run half the hazard in obeying the good 
Senſe of a Lover; at leaſt, I'in reduc'd now to make the 
Experiment Here they come. 

Enter Sir Solomon and Clerimont. 

Sir Sol. What have we here! another Captain? if I 
were ſure he were a Coward now, I'd kick him before 
he ſpeaks Ie your Bulinets with me, Sir? 

C/a. It your Name te Sir $9/amon Sadlife. 

Sir Sol. Yes, Sir, it is, and i U maintain ir, as ancient 
Bany, and related to moit oi the Families in Exeland. 

Ca My Buſineſs will convince you, Sir, that I think 
well of it. 

Sir Sol. And what is your Buſineſs, Sir? 

Cla. Why, Sir you have a pretty Kirſwoman, 
all'd C/aringa. 


Cler, Ha! 
Sir / And what then, Sir———ach a Rogue as 
i Cther, ir. 


3 Cla, 
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C/a. Now, Sir, I have ſeen her, and am in love with 
her. | 

Cler. Say you ſo, Sir I may chance to cure you 
of it. [ Afede. 

Cla. And to back my Pretenſions, Sir, I have a good 
Fifteen hundred Pounds a Year Eſtate, and am, as you 
ſee, a pretty Fellow into the Bargain. 

Sir Sal. She that marries you, Sir, will have a choice 
Bargain indeed. 

Cla. In ſhort, Sir, I'll give you a Thouſand Guineas 
to make up the Match. 

Sir Sol. Hum——{ Aide. ] But, Sir, my Niece is pro- 
vided for. 

Cler. T hat's well. [ fide. 

Sir Sol. But it ſhe were not, Sir, I mult tell you, ſhe 
is not to be caught with a Smock Face and a Feather, 
Sir ———and and let me ſce you an Hour 
hence. [ Afede. 

Cla. Well ſaid Uncle. [Aide] 
in love with her, and poſitively will have her. 

Sir Sol. Whether ſhe likes you or no, Sir? 


But, Sir, I'm | 


Cla. Like me! ha! ha! I'd feign ſee a Woman, that 


diſlikes a pretty Fellow with Fifteen hundred Pounds a 


Year, a white Wigg, and black Eye-brows. 
Cler. Hark you, young Gentleman, there muſt go more 
than all this, to the gaining of that Lady. 
[Takes Clarinda afide. 
Sir Sol. | 4fide.) A Thouſand Guineas ! that's five huu- 


. dred more than I propos'd to get of Mr. Clerimont—— 


but my Honour is engag'd Ay, but then here's a 
Thouſand Pounds to releaſe it —— now ſhall I take the 
Money, it mult be ſo Coin will carry it. 

Cla. Oh, Sir, if that be all, I'll ſoon remove your 
Doubts and Pretenſions Come, Sir, Þll try your 
Courage. 

Cler. I am afraid you wo'n't, young Gentleman. 

Cla. As young as I am, Sir, you ſhall find J ſcorn to 
turn my Back to any Man. — | 

Excunt Clarinda and Clerimont. 
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i Sir Sol. Ha! they are gone to fight with all my 
| heart — a fair Chance atleaſt for a better Bargain: For 
i if the youn —_ ſhou'd let the Air into my Friend 

Clerimont's Mi iff now, it may poſſibly cool his Love 
| too, and then there's my Honour ſafe, and a Thouſand 
1 . 


[ Exit. 


Enter Lady Dainty, and Lady Sadlife. 
a L. D. Don't you think the Prince long? But great 
Perſons are diſtinguiſh'd by a peculiar Slownels in their 
; . 

Motion. 
| L. Sad. Now am I ſurprized at your Curioſity : For 


l I'm confident you wo'n't like him when you ſee him. 
L. D. I have ſeen him ex paſſant trom my Window, 
* and if the Diſtance did not deceive me, I thought there 
© | was ſomething ſo agreeably bizarre in his Appearance. 
, L. Sad. Extreamly bizarre indeed, for he has a fierce 
« tawny Face, and odious W hifkers. 
of L. D. Which in ſome Countries are allow'd the moſt 
= diſtinguiſhing Marks of Beauty. 
L. Sad. But your Ladyſhip, I know, allows no Beauty, 
without a certain Delicacy and Tenderneſs of Perſon. 
©ſ LD. Um that's partly true ; but the Idea I 
* have conceiv'd of the Prince's Figure, has in ſome mea- 
ſure remov'd that ſickly Weakneſs of my Taſte. 
n L. Sad. I am glad to find your Ladyſhip a little recon- 
| i'd to the uſetul Beauties of a Lover—but here comes 
*" | thePrince. 
5 Enter Careleſs, as Prince Alexander. 
” L. D. Your Highneſs, Sir, has done me Honour in 
2 this Viſit. 
* Care. Madam [Salutes her, 
L. D. A captivating Perſon! 
* Care. May the Days be taken from my Life, and added 
* | to yours! molt incomparable Beauty ! whiter than 


the Snow, that lies the Year about unmelted on our RA 
fan Mountains. 


* L. D. How manly his Expreſſions are we are 

F extreamly oblig d to the Czar for not taking your High- 
neſs kome with him. 

ir 
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Care. He leſt me, Madam, to learn to be a Ship-Car- 
penter. 

L. Sad. A very politick Accompliſhment ! 

L. D. And in a Prince entirely new. 

Care. All his Nobles, Madam, are Maſters of ſome uſe- 
ful Science, and moſt of our Arms are quarter'd with 
Mechanical Inſtruments, as Ha:chets, Hammers, Pick- 
axes, and Hand-ſaws. 

L. D. I admire the manly Manners of your Court. 

L. Sad. Ohl ſo infinitely beyond the ſoft Idleneſs of ours; 

Care. Tis the Faſhion, Ladies, for Eaſtern Princes to 
profeſs ſome Trade or other The laſt Grand Seignior 
was a Lockimith = —— 

L. D. How new his Converſation is? 

Care. Too rude I fear, Madam, for ſo tender a Com- 
poſition as your Divine Lad, ſhip's. 

L. D. Courtly, to a Scftneſs too 

Care. Were it p oſſible, Madam, that ſo much Delicacy 
cou'd endure the martial Roughneſs of our Manners and 
our Country, I cannot boaſt, but ifa Province at your Feet 
cou'd make you mine, that Province and ics Maſter 
ſhou'd be yours. 

L. D. Ay! here's Grandeur with Addreſs ; an odious 
native Lover now, wou'd have coinplain'd of che Taxe; 
perhaps, and have haggled with one for a ſcanty Jointure 
out of his horrid Lead-Mines, in ſome uninhabitable 
Mountains, about an hundred and fourſcore Miles from 
unheard of London. | 

Care. I am inform'd, Madam, there is a certain poor 
diſtracted Erg/z Fellow, that refus'd to quit his ſaucy 
Pretenſions to your All-conquering Beauty, tho? he had 
heard I had my ielt reſolv'd to adore you. Carel, 1 
think, they call him. 

L. P. Your High neſs wrongs your Merit, to give your 
ſelf rhe lea!t Cor:corn for one ſo much below your Fear. 

Care. When] firit heard of him, I on the Inſtant or- 
der'd one of my Retinue to lrike off his Head with a Sei- 
mitar; but hey told me the free Laws of Zrg/andallow'd 
of no ſuch Power : Jo chat, tho' I am a Prince of the 

Blood, 
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Blood, Madam, I am oblig d only to murther him pri. 


_ D. 'Tis indeed a Reproach to the ill Breeding of 


aur Conſtitution, not to admit your Power with your 
Perſon. But if the Pain of my entire Neglect can end 
him, pra be eaſy. 

Care. Madam, I am not revengeful; make py but 
miſerable 'm ſatisy'd. 

L. D. Vou may depend upon't. 

Care. I'm in ſtrange Favour with her [ Afede. 
Pleaſe you, Ladies, to make your fragrant F ingers tami- 
liar with this Box. | 

L. D. Sweet, or Plain, Sir? 

Care. Right Mo/co, Madam, made of the Sculls of con- 
quer'd Enemies. 

L. Sad. Gun-powder, as I live! 

L. D. Every thing manly. | 

L. Sad. Will your Highneſs pleaſe to amuſe your ſelf 
with a Diſh of Tea ? 

Care. Excuſe me, Madam,'tisa Liquor I never heard 
of, and in my own Country I am fam'd for Regularity 
in my Diet ; even aftera Meal, I never exceed a gentle 
Pint Glaſs of Burnt Brandy or Geneva. 
| [4 Noiſe of Dogs barking without. 

L. D. Ah! what Noiſe is that? 

Care. Your Pardon, Madam; only a harmleſs F nter- 
tainment after my own Country Faſhion, that l defign'd 
my ſelf the Honour of preſenting your incompat able 
Ladyſhip. 

L. Sad. hope he'll bring in the Bears upon her. 


[ Aide. 

L. D. Pray, Sir, what is it ? 

Care. Madam, a Set of Ru Ladies [ ap- Dogs, 
that dance to Admiration. 

L. D. By all means admit em I'm taken 
with the Humour. We have had lomething like 'em 
here in England, Sir: And all People of Fathion grew . 
ſtrangely fond of em. 

Care. They cou'd not be Eg then—l have ſeen 
all your Exg/i/4 Dancing adam, but I obſerv'd 

that's 
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that's rally perform'd——by — fad Dogs 
pleaſe . Ladies. bay | 

A Dance to an odd Tune, imitating Mr. Pinkethman'; 

famous Dancing Dogs. 

L. D. Infinitely new, and humourous — but this 
Room's exceeding hot I'm fainting. 

Care. Let this Arm ſupport you, Madam. 

L. Sad. The next is cooler; if your Highneſs pleaſes 
we'll withdraw. 

Care. Madam, I am but the Needle to this Northern 
Star: I wait on you. [Exeunt, 


The SCENE changes to the Field. 


Enter Clarinda and Clerimont. 

Cler. Come, Sir, we are fair enough. 

Cla. 1 only wiſh the Lady were by, Sir, that the Con- 
queror might carry her off the Spot: I warrant ſhe'd be 
mine. 

Cler. That, my talking Hero, we ſhall ſoon determine. 

Cla. Not that I think her handſome, or care a Ruſh 
for her. 

Cler. You are very mettled, Sir, to fight for a Woman 
you don't value! 

Ca. Sir, I value the Reputation of a Gentleman, and! 
don't think any young Fellow ought to pretend to it, till 
he has talk'd himſelf into a Lampoon, loſt his two or 
three thouſand Pound at Play, kept hi: Mifs, and ki!l'd 
his Man. 

Clcr. Very gallant indeed, Sir; but if you pleaſe to han- 
dle your Sword, you'll ſoon go through your Courſe. 

C/a. Come on, Sir | believe I ſhall give your 
Miſtreſs a truer Account of your Heart, than you have 
done. I have had her Heart long enough, and now will 
have yours. 

Cler. Ha! does ſhe love you then? 

[ Endeawouring to draw. 

Cla. I leave you to judge that, Sir. But I have lain 
with her a thoufand times ; in ſhort, fo long, till I'm 
tir'd ot it. 


Cler. 


r 
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chr. Villain, thou lyeſt! Draw, or Ill uſe you as 

ou deſerve, and ſtab you. 

Cla. Take this with you firſt, —C/arinda will ne- 
ver marry him that murthers me. 

Cler. She may the Man that vindicates her Honour 
therefore be quick, or I'll keep my Word Il find 
your Sword is not for doing things in haſte. 

Cla. It ftickstothe Scabbard ſo ; I believe I did not 
wipe off the Blood of the lait Man I fought with. 

Cler. Come, Sir! this Trifling ſha'n't ſerve your 
turn; here give me yours, and take mine. 

Cla. With all my heart, Sir. Now have at you. 

Cler. Death! You Villain, do you ſerve me ſo ? 

[Cler. Drazvs, and finds only a Hilt in his Hand. 

Cla. In Love and War, Sir, all Advantages are fair; 
ſo we conquer, no matter whether by Force or Strata- 
gem: Come quick, Sir! Your Life or Miſtreſs 

Cler. Neither Death ! You ſhall have both or 
none : Flere drive your Sword ; for only through this 
Heart you reach Clarinda. | 

Cla. Death! Sir, can you be mad enough to die for 
a Woman that hates you ? 


Cler. If that were true, twere greater Madneſs than 
to live. 

Cla. Why, to my knowledge, Sir, ſhe has us'd you 
baſely, falſely, ill, and for no reaſon. 

Cler. No matter, no Uſage can be worſe than the 
Contempt of poorly, tamely, parting with he 
She may abuſe her Heart by happy Infidelities, but tis 
the Pride of mine to be even miſerably conſtant. 

Cla. Generous Paſſion— Vou almoſt tempt me to re- 
ſign her to you. 

Cla. You cannot, if you wou'd I wou'd indeed 
have won her fairly from you with my Sword, but ſcorn 
— her as your Giſt. Be quick, and end your Inſo- 

nce 

Cla. Ves, thus molt generons C. ri mont. 
you now indeed have fairly vanquiſh'd e. [Runs to 
bim] My Woman's Follies and my Shame be buri:d 
ever here. | 


Cleyr. 
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Cler. Ha! Clarinda ! is't poſſible! my Wonder riſes 
with my Joy——how came you in this Habit? 

Cla. Now you indeed recall my Bluſhes, but I had 
no other Veil to hide em, while I confeſs'd the Injuries 
I had done your Heart, in fooling with a Man I never 
meant on any Terms to engage with. Beſide, I knew 
from our late parting, your fear of loſing me wou'd re- 
duce you to comply with Sir So/amen's demands, for 
his Intereſt in your favour: Therefore as you ſaw, 1 
was reſoly'd to ruin his Market by teeming to raiſe it; 
for he ſecretly took the Offer 1 made him. 

Cler. Twas generouſly and timely offer'd ; for it 
really prevented my ſigning Arricics to him: But if you 
wou'd heartily convince me that | ſhall never more have 
need of his Intereſt, een let us to the next Prieſt, 
and honeſtly put it out of his power ever to part us. 

Cla. Why, trulv conſidering the Trutts I have made 
you, *twou'd bu »c.cuivs now (I think) to deny you 
any thinz——and if yu? Hud grow weary of me after 
ſuch Liage, I can't blame you. — — 

Cler. Baniſh that Fear; my F! ne can never waſte, 

For Love ſincere refines upon the Taſte. 
[ Exeunt. 
Enter £ir Solomon, «ith old Myr. Wilful: L. Sadlife, 
end Sylvia Weeping. 

Sir Scl. Troth, my old Friend, this is a bad Buſineſs 
indeed; you have bound yourſelf in a thouſand Pound 
Bond, you {y, to marry your Daughter to a fine Gen- 
tleman, and the in the mean time, it ſcems, is fallen in 
love with a Stranger. 

O. Will. Lock you, Sir Sol. it does not trouble me o 
this: For I'll make her do as I pleaſe, or I'll ſtarve her. 

L. Sad. But, Sir, your Daughter tells me, that the 
Gentleman ſne loves is in every degree in as good Cir- 
cumſtances as Perſon you detign her for: And if he 
does nv! prove himſelf fo before to-morrow Rlorning, 
ſhe will chearſully ſubmit to whatever you'll impoſe on 
her. 

Will. All Sham! all Sun! only to gain Time 
TexpeR my Friend and his Son here immediately, to 2 
man 
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mand performance of Articles; and if her Ladyſhip's 


nice Stomach does not immediately comply with em, 
as I told you before, I'll ſtarve her. 

L. Sad. But conſider, Sir, what a perpetual Diſcord 
muſt a forc'd Marriage probably produce. 

Will. Diſcord ! Pihaw! waw! One Man makes as 

a Huſband as another—A Month's Marriage will 
let all to rights, I warrant you———You know the old 
Saying, Sir Solomon, Lying together makes Pigs love. 
Diſcord quotha! No! no! Young Women are like 
Fiddles, if they are play'd upon, they muſt make good 
Muſick whether they will or no. 

L. Sad. [To Sylvia.) What ſhall we do for you? there's 
no altering him did not your Lover promiſe to come 
to your Aſſiſtance? 

Syl. I expect him every Minute but can't fore- 
ſee from him the leaſt hope of my Redemption 
This is he! 


Enter Atall, andiſeuts'd. . 
At. My Sylvia! Dry thoſe tender Eyes, for while 
there's Life there's Hope. 
L. Sad. Ha! is't he ? but I muſt ſmother my Confuſion ! 
Will. How now, Sir! Pray who gave you Com- 
miſſion to be ſo familiar with my Daughter? 
At. Your Pardon, Sir; but when you know me right, 


you'll neither think my Freedom or my Pretenſions fa- 


miliar or difhonourable. 

Will. Why, Sir, what Pretenſions have you to her? 

At. Sir, I ſav'd her Life at the hazard of my own: 
That gave me a Pretence to know her ; knowing her, 
made me love, and Gratitude made her receive it. 

Will. Ay, Sir, and ſome very good Reaſons, beſt 
known to myſelf, make me refuſe it Now 
what will you do ? 

At. I can't tell yet, Sir. But if you'll do me the 
Favour to let me know thoſe Reaſons 

Will. Sir, I don't think myſelf oblig'd to doeither ; 
but T'll tell you what I'll do for you, fince you ſay you 
love my Daughter, and ſhe loves you, I'll put you in 
the neareſt way to get her. 

At. Don't flatter me ! I beg you, Sir, 


Wil. 
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Hill. Not I, upon my Soul, Sir, for look you 
tis only this, get my Conſent, and you ſhall 
have her. 

At. | yeg your Pardon, Sir, for endeavouring to 
talk Reaſon to you. But to return your Raillery, give 
me leave to tell you, when any Man marries her but 
my ſelf he mult extreamly aſk my Conſent. 

Will. Before George, thou arta very pretty impudent 
Fellow, and I'm forry I can't puniſh her D:tobedience, 
by throwing her away upon thee. 

At. You'll have a great deal of Plague about this Bu- 
ſineſs, Sir, for I ſhall be mighty difficult to give up my 
Pretenſions to her. 

Will. Hah ! "tis a thouſand Pitics I can't comply with 
thee: thou wilt certainly be a thriving Fellow ; for 
thou dolt really ſet the beſt Face upon a bad Canſe that 
ever I ſaw ſince I was born, 

At. Come, Sir, —once more Raillery apart; ſup- 
| ch prove my ſelf of equal Birth and Fortune, to 

erve her? | 

Will. Sir, if you were Eldeſt Son to the Cham of 
Tartary, or had the Dominions of the Great Mogul en- 
taild upon you and your Heirs for ever; it wou'd fig- 
nify no more than the Bite of my Thumb The 
Girl's diſpos'd of, I have match'd her already upon a 
thouſand Pound Forfeit, and faith ſhe ſhall fairly run 


for't, tho' ſhe's yerk'd and flea'd from the Creſt to the 
Crupper. | 


At. Confuſion ! 
Sy/. What will become of me ? 
Will. And if you don't think me in earneſt now, here 
comes one that will convince you of my Sincerity. 
At My Father! Nay, then my Ruin is inevitable. 
Enter Sir Harry Atall. 
Sir Har. [To At.] O ſweet Sir, have I found you at 
laſt? Your very humble Servant : What's the reaſon 
ray, that you have had the Aſſurance to be almoſt a 
ortnight in Town, and never come near me ; eſpect- 
ally when I ſent you Word I had Buſineſs of ſuch Con- 
ſequence with you? 


At. 
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. I underſtood your Buſineſs was to marry me, Sir, 
to a Woman I never ſaw; and to confeſs the Truth, I 
durſt not come near you, becauſe I was at the ſame 
time in love with one you never ſaw. 

Sir Har. Was you fo, Sir ?—why then, Sir, I'll find 
a ſpeedy Cure for your Paſſion Brother Wilful—— 
hey Fiddles there ! | : 

At. You may treat me, Sir, with what Severity 
you pleaſe : but my Engagements to that Lady are 
too powerful and fx d, to let the utmoſt Miſery diſſolve 
em. 

Sir Har. What does the Fool mean? 

At. That I can ſooner die, than part with her. 

Will. Hey !——why, is this your Son, Sir Harry? 

Sir Har. Hey-day! why, did not you know that 
before ? 

At. O Earth! and all you Stars! is this the Lady 
you deſign d me, Sir 

Sy. O Fortune ! is it poſſible ? 

Sir Har. And is this the Lady, Sir, you have been ma- 


king ſuch a Buſtle about? 


At. Not Life, Health or Happineſs, are half ſo dear 
to me. 

Sir Sol. [ Foining At. and Sylvia's Hands.-——-] loll! 
loll leroll ! 

At. O tranſporting Joy ! [ Embracing Sylvia. ] 

Sir Har. Joining in the Tune, and dancing about 
and Mall. c em] loll! loll! 

Sir Sol. Hey ! within there! [Cal/s the Fiddles.] by 
Jingowe'll make a Night on't. 
Enter Clarinda and Clerimont. 

Cla. Save you, ſave you, good People! I am glad, Un- 
cle, to hear you call ſo cheartully for the Fiddles, it looks 
as if you had a Huſband ready for me. 

Sir SJ. Why, that I may have by to-morrow Night, 
Madam; but in the mean time, if you pleaſe, you may 
with your Friends Joy. 

Cla. Dear Sylvia ! 

S.. Clarinda. 
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At. O Clerimont, ſuch a Deliverance ! 
Cler. Give you Joy, Joy, Sir. 
Cla. I congratulate your Happineſs — and am pleasd 


nur little jealouſies are over: Mr. C/erimont has told me 
all, and cur'd me of Curioſity for ever. 


2 What, married ? 

la. You'll ſee preſently ! But, Sir Sol. what do you 
mean by to-morrow! why do you fancy I have any more 
Patience than the reſt of my Neighbours ? 

Sir Sol. Why truly, Madam, I don't ſuppoſe you have, 
but I believe to-morrow will be as ſoon as their Buſineſy 
can be done, by which time I expect a jolly Fox-hunter 
from York/ire, and if you are reſolv'd not to have Pa- 
tience till next Day, why the ſame Parſon may toſs you 
up all four in a Diſh together. 

Ca. A filthy-Fox-hunter ? 


Sir Sal. Ods-zooks! a mettled Fellow, that will ride 
you from Day-break to Sun- ſet! None of our flimſy 
London Raſcals, that muſt have a Chair to carry 'em to 
their Coach, and a Coach to carry em to a 'Trapes, and 
a Conſtable to carry both to the Round- houſc. 

Cla. Ay, but this Fox-hunter, Sir So/. will come 
home dirty and tir'd as one of his Hounds, he'll be always 
aſleep before he's a-bed, and on horieback before he's 
a e; he muſt riſe early to follow his Sport, and I fit 
up late at Cards, for want of better Diverſion. —Put this 
together, my wiſe Uncle. 

Sir Sal. Are you ſo high fed, Madam, that a Coun» 
try Gentleman of 1500 J. a Year won't go down with 


ou. 
Cla. Not fo, Sir, but you really kept me ſo ſharp, 
that I was e'en forc'd to provide for my ſelf, and here 
ſtands the Fox-hunter for my Money. 


ada [ Claps Cler. an the Shoulder. 
ir So. How ! 


Cler. Even ſo, Sir Sol. —hark in your Ear, Sir! you 
really held your Conſent at ſo high a Price, that to give 
you a Proof of my good Huſbandry, I was reſolv d to 


ſave Charges, and een marry her without it. 
Sir Sol. Hell! and —= — 


—— 


Cla. 
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Cla. And hark you in other Ear, Sir———becauſe IL 


wou'd not have you expoſe your reverend Age by a 
Miſtake Know, Sir, I was the young Spark with 


the ſmooth Face and a Feather, that offer'd you a 


thouſand Guineas for your Content, which you wou'd 
have been glad to have taken. 

Sir Sol. I he Devil! if ever I traffick in Woman's 
Fleſh again, may all the Bank- ſtocks fall when I have 
bought em, and riſe when I have ſold em 
Hey day! what have we here! more Cheats 

Cler. Not unlikely, Sir, for I fancy they are 
married. | 

Enter Lady Dainty and Careleſs. | 

L. Sad. That they are, I can aſſure you I 
give your Hig hnels Joy, Madam. 

L. D. Lard! That People of any Rank ſhou'd uſe 
ſuch vulgar Salutations —— Tho' methinks Highneſs 
has ſomething of Grandeur in the Sound. 

Enter Servant. 


Ser. Sir, the Muſick's come. 
L. Sad. Let 'em play. 


L. D. Well! there's nothing ſhews ſo viſibly the 
remaining Footfteps of our Primitve Barbarity, as 
our odious Noiſe at Weddings! huh! huh! 

Care. It ſerves, Madam, to recommend the Plea- 
ſures that ſucceed, and makes us taite the Joys of Silence 
with a higher Reliſh. 

L. D. But fo much Dancing and Tumult, is fo 
like the Mob Solemnities of a May-Day huh ! 
huh! and the poor Bride is us'd juſt like their Pole, 
for all the Town to dance round her. 

L. Sad. Ah! but there's yet a groſſer part of the 
Ceremony to come, Madam, and that is Throwing the 
Stocking. 

L. D. That indeed is a thing, that inſults us ſo near, 
that I wonder the Men have not thought it their In- 
tereſt to lay it down. But I was in hopes, good 


People, that confident Fellow Careleſs had been among 
you, 


Care. 
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Care. What ſay you, Madam, (to divert the good 
Company) ſhall we fend for him by way of Monttics. 
tion ? ; 


L. D. By all means; for your ſake, methinks, | 
ought to give him full Deſpair. 

Care. Why then, to let you ſee, that tis a much 
eaſier thing to cure a fine Lady of her ſickly Taſte, than 
a Lover of his Impudence——There's Careleſs for you, | 
without the leaſt TinQure of Deſpair about him. 

[ Diſcovers himſelf. 

All. Ha! Careleſs ! 


L. D. Abus'd! undone ! 

MH. ha! hat 

Cler. Nay, now, Madam, we wiſh you a ſuperiot 
Joy; for you have married a Man, inſtead of a Mon 
ſte 


r. 

Care. Come ! come, Madam, ſince you find you were 
in the Power of ſuch a Cheat - you may be glad it 
was no greater, you might have fallen into a Raſcal 
hands: But you know, I am a Gentleman, my Fox. 
tune no {mall one, and if your Temper will give me 
leave, will deſerve you. 

L. Sad. Come! &en make the beft of your Fortune: 
for take my Word, if the Cheat had not been a very 2 
greeable one, I wou'd never have had a Hand in't 
you muſt pardon me if I can't help Laughing. 

L. D. Well! fince it muſt beſo, I pardon all; only 
one thing let me beg of you, Sir that is, your 
Promiſe to wear this Habit one Month for my Satif 
faction. 

Care. O, Madam ! that's a Trifle! I'll lie in the 
Sun a whole Summer for an Olive Complexion, u 
oblige you. 

Will. Od zooks, here's a great deal of good Company, 
ho! and it's a Shame the Fiddles ſhould be idle all thi 
while. 

Care. Oh ! by no means! Come ſtrike up, Gentle 


men. 
They Dance. 
L. D. Well! Mr. Careleſi, I begin now to nn 
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| of my Fortune, and look back with Apprehenſion ot 
de Eſcape I have had: you have already curd m 
Folly, and were but my Health recoverable, I ſhou'd 
| think my ſelf compleatly happy. - _ _ 
Care. For that, Madam, we'll venture to fave 
Doctor's Fees, we your 


And Truft to Nature: Time will ſoon diſcover, 
Your beft Phyſician vas A favour d Lover. 


THE 


Bren 


| 
i 


THE 


EPILOGUE. 


ELL, Sirs! I know not how the Play may paſs, 
But, in my humble Senſe, —our Bard's an Aſi; 
For, had he ever known the ww. of Nature, 

H had found his Double Spark a diſmal Creature: 

To pleaſe two Ladies, he two Forms puts on, 

As if the Thing in Shadows cou d be done: 

The Wamen really Two, and He (poor Soul!) but One. 
Had he revers'd the Hint, Þ had done the Feat, 

Had made th' Im poſtor credibly compleat ; 

A ſingle Miſtreſs might have fiood the Cheat. 
She might to ſeveral Lovers have been kind, 

Nor ftrain'd your Faith, te think both pleas'd and blind: 
Plain Senſe bad known, the Fair can Love receive, 


With half the Pains aur warmeſt Vows can give. 


But, hold! Fu thinking I miſtake the Matter; 
On ſecond Thoughts : The Hint's but honeſt Satyr; 
And only meant ti expoſe their modiſh Senſe, 

Who think the Fire of Love's but Impudence. 
Our Spark was really modeſt ; when he found 
Two Female Claims at once, he one diſown'd ; 
Wiſely preſuming, tho" in ne er ſuch Haſte, 

One cn d be found enough for him, at laſt. 

So that to ſum the Whole, I think the Play 
Deſerves the uſual Favours on his Day; 

If not, he feears, he'll write the next ta Mufich, 
I Doggerel Rhimes wou'd make or Him, or You, fich. 
His groveling Senſe, Italian Air ſhall crown, 

And then, he's ſure, ev'n Nonſenſe wwill go daun. 
But, if you'd have the Warld ſuppoſe the Stage 

Not quite forſaken in this Airy Ape. 

Let your glad Votes our need. = confound, 

And heal in Claps as loud for Senſe, as Sound. 
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; Spoken by the Author. 


Allants ! behold before your Eyes the Wight, 
Whoſe Actions land accountable To-night, 0 
Far all eur Dividends of Profit or Delight. 
New Plays reſemble Bubbles, wwe muſt own, 
But their intrinfick Value forn is known , 
There's no impoſing Pleaſure on a Town. 
And when they fail, count o'er his Pains and Tron ble, 
kis Doubts, his Fears, the Port is the Bubble. 
As Heroes by the Tragick Muſe are ſung ; 
de to the Comick, Rua ves and Fools belong : 
Fallies, Je night, of various kinds aue paint, 
One, in a Female Philoſophick Saint, 
That wou'd by Learning Nature's Laws repeat, 
Warm all her Sex's Boſoms to rebel, 8 | 
Ardanly, with Platonick Raptures, tuell. 
Lang He reſiſts the proper Uſe of Beauty, 
But Fleſb and Blood reduce the Dame te Duty. 
\ ACoxcomb tos of modern Stamp we ſhow, 
A Wit —= but impudent - - a South-Sea Beau. 
Nay more —our Muſe's Fire (but pray protect her) 
Rrafts, to your Taſte. a whole South-Sea Director. 
But let none think we bring him here in ſpite, 
For all their Actions, ſure, will bear the Light ;' 
Beſides, be's painted here in Height of Power, 
Long ere aue laid ſuch Ruin at his Door: 
When be was Levee'd, like a Stateſman, by the Town, 
And thought his heap'd up Millions all his own. | 
No, no; Stocks always at a Thouſand here, 
Hell almoſt honeſt on the Stage _ 


Sach 


PROLOGUE. 


Such is our Fare, to feed the Mind our Aim, 
But Poets fland, like Warriors, intheir Fame; C 
One ill Day's Wark brings all their paſt is Shame. 

Thus having taſted of your former Favour, 

The Chance ſeems now for deeper Stakes than ever. 

As after Runs of Luck, we're more accurſt, 

To hfe our Winnings, than have bf? at firſt ; | 
A firſt Stake loft has often ſaw'd from Rain, | 
But on one Caſt ts loſe the Tout —— is hard Undoing. 
But be it as it may——the Dye is thrown, | 
Fear now were Folly — Paſ the Rubicon. 


CNESPLEAST ET NG 


Dramatis Perſone. 


M E N. 
Sir Gilbert Mrangle. Mr. Penkethman, 
Granger. Mr. Booth. 
Frankly. Mr. Wilks. 
Willing. | Mr. Cibber. 


WOMEN. 


Lady Frangle. Mrs. Bicknell. 
Sopbronia. Mrs. Oldfield. 
Charlotte. Mrs. Booth. 


Servants, Ce. 
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The Ladies Philoſophy. 


ACT 1 
The SCENE, Weſtminſter-Hall. 


Frankly and Granger meeting. 
FaAaNnckLyY. 


s it poſſible ! 

DT; Gran. Frankly ! 

1 ; Fran. Dear Granger ! I did not expect 
vos theſe ten days: how came you to be 
NES, E ſo be ſo much better than your Word. 

nds Gran. Why, to tell you the truth, be- 
cauſe I began to think London better than Paris. 

Fran. That's ſtrange: But you never think like other 

le. 

Gran. I am more apt to ſpeak what I think, than other 
People : Though, I confeſs, Paris has its Charms ; but 
w me they are like thoſe of a Coquette, gay and gaudy; 
they ſerve to amuſe with, but a Man would not choole to 
be marry'd to them. In ſhort, I am to paſs my Days in 
Od England, and am therefore reſolved not to have an 
ul Opinion of it. 924 Fran. 


that if ever you ould marry, jo will be as 
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to 
the Nima you ind to pais your days win. 

"Gran. Ape I think every man's *. — that is not 
Nit i very odd; you fee, the groſſeſt Fools have gene 
rally Senſe enough to be fond of a fine Houſe, or 4 fine 


Horſe, when they have bought them: They can ſee the 


Value of them, at leaſt ; and why a poor Wife ſhould 
not have as fair play for one's Thclination, I can fee no 
Reaſon, but downright Kl-nature or Stupiuity. 

Fran. What do you think of Avarice? when P 
purchaſe Wives, as they do other Goods, only becauſe 
they are a Pennyworth : Then too, a Woman has a fine 
t me on't! 

Gran. Ay, but that will never be the Caſe of my Wife: 
Wien I marry, I'Il do it with the fame convenient Views 
25 a Man would ſet up his Coach, becauſe his Eſtate will 
bear it, it's caly, and keeps him out of dirty Company. 

Fran. But what ! would you have a Wife bave no 
more Charms than a C hariot ? 

Gran. Ah! Friend, it can but paſs as many eafy 
Hours at home with one, as abroad in t'other, I will take 
my chance, for her Works of Supererogation ; and [ 
belicve at worſt, {huuld be upon a Par with the Happi- 


neſs of moſt Husb?nds about Town, 


Fr an. But at this rate, you would marry before you 
are in love. 

Gran. Why rot? Do you think Happineſs is entail'd 
upon marrying the Woman you love? No more than 
Reward is upon publick Merit: It may give you a Titk 
to it 1nd-ed ; gut you muit depend upon other People“ 
Virtue, to find your account in either. For my part, I 
am not for building Caſtles in the Air; when I marry, 
I expe& no great matcers ; none of your Angels, a mortal 
Woman will do my Bulineſs, as you'll find, when I tell 
you my Choice. All I defire ofa Wife, is, that ſhewill 
do as ſhe '« lid, ard keep her ſelt clean. 

Fran. Would you not have her a Companion tho, as 
well as a Bed fellow? 

Gran. Vdu mean. I ſuppoſe. a Woman of Senſe. 


Fran. I ſhould not think it amiſs for a Man of _ 
Gran. 
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Ceran. Nor I ; but 'Sdeath ! where ſhall I get her? In 
tort, I am tired with the Search, and will ev'n take up 
with one, as Nature has made her, handiom, and only a 
Fool of her own making. 
Fra. Was ever ſo deſperate an Indiference? I am 
impatient till I know her. 
Gran. Even the ſage and haughty Prude, Sop5ronia. 
Fran. Sophronia ! | hope you don't take her tor a Fool, 
Sir ; why, ſhe thinks ſhe has more Senſe than all her Sex 


together. | 


Gran. You don't tell me that as a Proof of her Wit, I 
preſume, Sir. 

Fran. No: But I think your Humour's a little extra- 
ordinary, that can reſolve to marry the Woman you laugh 


at, 

Gran. It's, at leaſt, a ſign I amin no great danger of 
her laughing at me, Tom ; the Cale of many a prettier 
Fellow. But I take Sophronia to be only a Fool of Parts, 
that's however capable of thinking right; and a Man 
muſt be nice indeed, that turns up his Note at a Woman 
who has no worle Imperfection, than ſetting too great 4 
Value upon her Underſtanding. I grant it. ſhe is half 
mad with her Learning and Philoſophy : Whatthen? ſo 
are moſt of our great Men, when they get a little too 
much on't. Nay, ſhe is ſo rapt in the Pride of her ima- 
ginary Knowledge, that ſhe almoſt forgets ſhe is a Wo- 
man, and thinks all Offers of Love to her Perſon a Diſ- 
honour to the Dignity of her Sou]; but all this does not 
dilcourage me: She may fancy her (elf as wiſe as ſhe 
| but unleſs I fail in my meaſures, I ſhall think 
1 have hard luck, if if I don't make that fine Fleſh 
w_ Blood of hers, as treubleſom as my own in a Fort- 
night. 

Fran. You muſt have better luck than I had then ; 1 
was her Fool for above five Months together, and did 
not come ill recommended to the Family; but could 
make no more 1 than upon a Veſtal Virgin: 
And how a Man of your cool Reflexion, can think of at- 
tempuog her, I have no Notion. 


A 5 Gran. 
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Gran. Pſhah ! I laugh at all her Airs; a Woman of 
a general Inſenſibility, is only one that has never been 
rightly attack'd. 

Fran. Are you then really reſolv'd to purſue her ? 

Gran. Why not ? Is not ſhe a fine Creature? Has not 
ſhe Parts? Would not half her Knowledge, equally di- 
vided, make fifty Coquettes all Women of Senſe ? Is not 
her Beauty natural, her Perſon lovely, her Mein mazeitick? 
Then ſuch a Conſtitution 

Fran. Nay, ſhe has a wholeſom Look, I grant you: 
But then her Prudery, and Platonic Principles, are in- 
ſupportable. | 

ran. Now to me they are more diverting, than allthe 

Levity of a Coquette : O! the noble Conflicts between 
Nature and a proud Underſtanding, make our Trium 
ſo infinitely above thoſe petty Conquelts Befi 
are not you Philoſopher'enough to know, my Friend, that 


a Body continent holds moſt of the thing contain'd ? Tu 


not your waſting Currents, but Reſervoirs, that make the 
Fountain play; not the Prodigal's, but the Miſer's Cheſt 
that holds the Treaſure : No, no, take my word, — 
Prude has thrice the latent Fire of a Coquette. Your 
Prude's Flask hermetically ſeal'd, all's right within, de 
pend upon't ; but your Coquette's a mere Bottle of Plague 
water, that s open to every body. 

Fran Well, Sir, ſince you ſeem ſo heartily in earneſi, 
and, I ſee, are not to be diſguſted at a little Female Frail- 
ts ; I think ] ought in Honour to let you into a little 
more of her: You muſt know then, this marble- hearted 
Lady, who could not bear my Addreſſes to herſelf. has 
notwithitanding Fleſh and Blood enough to be ten times 
more uneaſy, that I now pay them to her Siſter. 

Gran. I am glad to hear it: Prithee] let me know all; 
for 'tis upon theſe fort of Weakneſſes that I am to 
firengthen my Hopes. | 

Fran. You know, | writ you word, that I thought the 
fafeſt way to cover my real Paſhon for her Siſter Charlotte, 
would be to drop my cold Pretenſions to Sophronia inſen- 


kbly ; upon which account I rather heig}.rzn'd my Reſpett 


to her: But as, you know, tis harder to diſguiſe a real 
Inclination, than to diſſemble one we have not; Sophronia, 
| 1 
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+ ſeems, has ſo far ſuſpected the Cheat, that, ſince you“ 
Abſence, ſhe has broke into a thouſand little Impatience® 
at my new Happineſs with Charlotte. 

Gran. Good. 

Fran. But the Jelt is, ſhe can't yet bring down her Va- 
nity to believe, I am in earneſt with Charlotte neither; 
bt really fancies my Addreſſes there are all Grimace, the 
mere Malice of a rejected Lover, to give her Scorn a 
Jealouſy. , 

Gran. Admirable ! but I hope you are ſure of this. 

Fran. Twas but yeſterday ſhe gave me a Proof of it. 

Gran. Pray, let's hear. 

Fran. Why, as Charlotte and I were whiſpering at one 
end of a Room, while we thought her m__ up in one of 
Horace s Odes at the other, of a ſudden 1 obſerv'd her 
come failing up to me, with an inſulting Smile, as who- 
ſhould ſay -— I laugh at all theſe ſhallow Arts then 
turn'd ſhort, and looking over her Shoulder, cry'd aloud, 
un—_— Min-! 

Dnanta laboras in Charybdi ? 

Grang. Digne Puer meliore Flammã —— Ah! methinks 
[ ſee the imperious Huſly in Profile, waving her ſnowy” 
Neck into a thouſand lovely Attitudes of Scorn and 
Triumph! O the dear Vanity! Well, when all's ſaid; 
the Coxcomb's vaſtly handſom ! 

Fran. I-gad ' thou art the oddeſt Fellow in the World! 
to be thus capable of diverting your ſelf with your Mil-: 
teſs's Jealouſy of another Man. 

Gran. Pſhah ! Thou'rt too refin'd a Lover; I am 
ghd of any Occaſion that proves her more a Woman, 
than ſhe imagines. 

Fran. But pray, Sir, upon what foot did you ſtand. 
with her before you went to France ? 

Gran, O]! I never pretended to more than a Pl/atc-- 
_ Paſſion; I faw, at firſt View, ſhe was inacccilible by 

ve. 

Fran. Yet, ſince you were reſolv'd to purſue her; how 
ame you to think of rambling to Pari? 

Gran. Why, the laſt time I ſaw her, ſhe grew ſo fan- 
altically- jealous of my regarding ber more as a Wo- 
man, than an intellectual Being, that my Patience was; 

half. 


» 
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half tir'd ; and having, at that time an Appointment with 
ſome idle Company to make a Trip to Paris, I ſlily took 
that Occaſion, and told her, if I threw my ſelf into a vo- 
lumary Baniſhment from her Perſon, I hoped ſhe would 
then be convinc'd, I had no other Views of Happineſs, 
than what her Letters might, ev'n in Abſence, as well 
gratify, from the Charms of her Underſtanding. 
Fran. Moſt ſolemnly impudent'! 


Gran. In ſhort, her Vanity was fo blind to the Banter, 
that ſhe infiited upon my going, and made me a condi. * 


tional Promiſe of anſwering all my Letters; in which [ 
have flatter'd her romantick Jolly to that degree, that in 
her laſt, ſhe confeſſes an intire Satisfaction in the [nns 
cent Dignity of my Inclinations (as ſhe ſtiles it) and there- 
fore thinks her ſelf bound in Gratitude to recall me 
from Exile: which gracious Boon (being heartily tired at 
Paris) I am now arriv'd to accept of. 

Fran. The merrieſt Amour that ever was! Well! and 
why don't you vitit her? 

Gran. O! I do all things by Rule not till ſhe 
has din'd ; for our Great Engl; Philoſopher, my Lord 
Bacon, tells you, that then the Mind is generally moſ 
ductile. 

Fran. Wiſely conſider'd. 

Gran. Beſides, I want to have a little Talk firſt with 
the old Gentleman her Father. 

Fran. Si- Gilbert ! If I don't miſtake, yonder he comes 

Gran. Where, prithee ? 

Fran. There, by the Book-ſellers ; don't you ſee him, 
with an odd Croud after him ? 

Gran. O] now I have him ——— he's loaded with 
Papers like a Solicitor. 

Fran. Sir, he is at this time a Man of the firſt Conſe 
2 and receives more Petitions every Hour, than the 

ourt of Chancery in a whole Term. 

Gran. What! Is he Lord Treaſurer ? 

Fran. A much more conſiderable Perſon, I can affure 
you ; he is a South-Sea Director, Sir. 

Gran. O! I cry your mercy |! and thoſe about him, I 
preſume, are bowing for Subſcriptions. 


F ran. 
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Fran. That's their Buſineſs, you may be fure; but ſee 


at laſt he bas broke from them. : 
Gran. No! there's one has got him by the Sleeve 


„ What if we ſhould ſtand off, and obſerve a 


Gran. With all my Heart. | 

Sir Gilb. [To a Man at the Dor] Prithee, be quiet, 

allow ! I teil you I'll ſend the Duke an Anſwer to mor- 

Tow morning. 

Within | [t's very well, Sir 

Sir Gilbert /peaks, entering with agreat Parcel of open 
Letters in his Hand, and others ſtuffing his Packets. 


Sir Gi/b. Very well! ay, fo it is, if he gets it then 
Why? what! theſe People of Quality, fore, think they 
do you a Favour, when they ask one — —— Huh! let 
him come for it hizaſelf! I am ſure I was forc'd to do ſo, 
at his Houſe, when I came for my own, and could not 
get it neither and he expects I ſhould give him 
2000 l. only for ſending a Footman to me. Why? what ! 
Does his Grace think I don't know which fide my Bread's 
butter d on? Let's ſee! who are theſe from ? 
( Reads to himſelf. 

Gran. The old Gentleman's no blind Admirer of a 
Man of Quality, I fee. 

Fran. O! Sir, he has lately taken up a mortal Aver- 
hon to any Man that has a better Title than himſelf. 

Gran. How fo, pray? 

Fran. As he grows rich, he grows proud ; and, a- 
nong Friends, had lately a mind to be made a Lord him- 
elf; but applying to the wrong Perſon, it ſeems he was 
Glappointed ; and ever ſince piques himſelf upon de- 
ſpifing any Nobleman, who is not as rich as himſelf. 


Gran. Hah ! the rigt bei Spiritof Ola- England: 


at! think he's counted an honeſt Man. 


Fran. Umh! yes! well enough g good fort of 
a mercantile Conſcience; he is punctual in Bargains, and 
expects the fame from others: he will neither fteal, nor 
heat, unleſs he thinks he has the Protection of the Law: 


then 
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then indeed, as moſt thriving Men do, he thinks Honour 
and Equity arechimerical Notions. 

Gran. That is, he bluntly profeſſes what other Peo- 
ple practiſe with more Breeding But let's accoſt him. 

Gran. Stay a little. 
| Sir Gi/b. To me Friend! (Enter a Footman nwuith 4 
| What will they never have done ? (Letter, 

Feotm. Sir, my Lady Double-Chin preſents her Service, 
and ſays ſhe'll call for your Honour's Anſwer to morrow 
morning. 

Sir Gi/b. Very well; tell my Lady Þ ll take care to — 

| (Exit Foetman. 
Be exactly out of the way when ſhe comes. 

Gran. Hah ! he'll keep that part of his word, I war- 
rant him. 

Sir. Gib. Lets ſee ! the old Story, I ſuppoſe (Read: 
Um — Um yes, yes —— only Iwo Thouſand 
Huh ! the Woman take me for a Fool? 

Does ſhe think I don't know that a two Thouſand Subſcrip. 
tion is worth Two T houſand Guineas ; and becauſe ſhe is 
not worth above Fourſcore I houſand already, ſhe would 
have me give them to her for nothing . Te a poor 
Relation, ſhe pretends indeed, as if ſhe loved any body 
better than herſelf ! A Drum! and a Fiddle! JI greaſe 
none of your fat Sows, not [—— no, no, get you into 
the negative Pocket Bleſs my Eyes ! Mr. Granger! 

Gran. Sir Gilbert, I am your moſt humble Servant. 

Sir Gi/b, In troth, I am Glad to ſee you in Exgland a: 
gain Mr. Frankly, your humble Servant. 

Fran. Sir, your moſt obedient. 

Sir Gi/b. Well, how goes Mifi/ippi, Man? What de 
they bring their Money by Waggon-Loads to Market ftill? 
Hay ! Hah! hah! hah! 

Gran. O! all gone, good for nothing, Sir, your Sauth- 
Sea has brought it to watte Paper. | 

Sir Gi/b. Why, ay, han't we done glorious things here? 
ha! we have found Work fer the Coachmakers as well. as 
they, Boy. | 

Gran. Ah, Sir, in a little time we ſhall reduce thoſe, 
who kept them there, to their Original of riding behind 
them here. | _ 
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Sir Gilb. Huh! hub! yeu will have your Joke ſtill, I 
e — Well! you have not fold out, I hope. 

Gran. Not | faith, Sir: the old Five thou lies ſmug 
25 it was: I don't ſee where one can move it, and mend it; 
ſo even let itlie, and breed by itſelf. 

Sir Cilb. You're right you're right hark you — 
keep ic — the thing will do more ſtill, Boy. 

Gran. Sir, I am fure it's in hands, that can make it 

any thing. 

Tg Have you got any new Subſcription ? 

Gran. You know, Sir, I have been abſent, and it' 
really now grown ſo valuable a Favour, I have not the 
Confidence to ask it. 

Sir Gilb. Pſhah! prithee never talk of that, Man 

Gran, If I thought you were not full, Sir 

Sir Gilb. Why, if I were as full as a Bumper, Sir, I'll 
put my Friends in, let who will run over fort. 

Fran. Sir Gilbert always doubles his Favours, by his 
manner of doing them. 

Sir Gi/b. Frankly, you are down for 5000 l. already, 
and you may depend upon every Shilling of it let 
me ſee, what have I done with my Liſt? Granger has a 

Eſtate, and had an eye upon my eldeſt Daughter be- 
he went to France; I muſt have him in, it may 
chance to bring the matter to bear. [ Afede. 

Grang. Where did you get all theſe Letters, Sir Gilbert? 

Sir Gilb. Why, ay, this is the Trade every Merning, all 
for ſubſcriptions: nay, they are ſpecial Stuff here, 
prithee read that. 

Fran, Whois it from, Sir? 

Str Gilb. O! a North-Briton, a bloody ſquabbling 
Fellow, who owes me a Thouſand Pound for Difference, 
and that's his way of paying me: read it. 

Grang. (Reading.) Wuns, Sir, dee ye no tack me for 
« Man of Honor ? ye need no ſend to my Ludging h fen for 
year pimping Thouſand Pound : An ye ell be but civil a Bit, 
22 the Bearer. my Brocker, to mack up year Bal- 

ce: an if ye wullbut gea yourſell the Trouble to put his 
Name intull year oxen Lift for a Thon/and & ubſcription, 
be'ſe pay ye aw down up the Nail: But an ye wwo'rs doe 
this ſmany Fub, the Deel dommee, an ye ter /e a Grote 

me, as long as my Name is George Blunderbuſs. 


A 5 Frank, 
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Frank. What can you do with ſuch a Fellow, Sit? 

Sir Gi/þ. Do with him! why, I'll let him have it; 
and get my Money: I had better do that, than be obliged 
to fight for't, or give it the Lawyers. | 

Fran. Nay, that's true too. | 

Sir G:lb. Here's another now, from one of my Wife's 
hopeful Relations, an extravagant Puppy, that has rat» 
tled a gilt Chariot to pieces before it was paid for 
but he'll diein Jail. 

Fran. (Reading.) Dear Knight. 

I ſee he's familiar. 
Sir G:/b. Nay, it's all of a piece. 


Fran. Not to mince the matter ; yeſterday, at Mary. 
bone, they had me all Bob as a Robin: In hort, being out 
of my Mozey, I was forced to come the Caſter, and tumbled 
for Five Hundred dead: Befides which, I owe Crop the 
Lender a Brace, and if I hawea ſingle Simon to pay him, 
rot me: But the queer Coll promiſes to advance m 
Pother three, and bring me home, provided you will let bin 
ſneak into your Lift for a cool Thouſand. Jon know it's a 
Debt of Honour in me, and will coff you nothing. Tours 
in haſte, Robert Rattle. 


Fran. The Style is extraordinary. 
Gran. And his Motives irrefiſtible. 
Sir Gi/h. Nay, I have them from all Nations, here's 
ene now from an /r;/5 Relation of my own. 
Fran. Ol! pray let's ſee. 
Sir Gi. There. 
(Frankly reads. 
Loving Couſin, and my dear Life, 


There is only my Brother Patrick, and tat is twoof 
us: Andbecauſe we would have a graate Reſpect fur out 
Relations. we are come pofht from Tipperary, with a 

ing Deſign ta pat both our Families upon one aneder. 


though we have no Acquaintance with your brave Daugh | 


ters, wwe ſaw them yeſterday at the Cathedral Church, and 
find they wil Sharave us vel enough. And to ſhew oa 
Hincere Aﬀedtions, we vil taake dem widout never a Pin 
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pt only as a ſmaal Token of Shivility gen your 


. we defeer the Faavour of both of us each Ten Thow- 


und in dis ſaame new Subſcription : And becauſe in our 


hafte jome of aur Chaaths and Bills of Exchaange were for- 
gut, prides be ſo graateful as to ſend us two Score Pounds, to 
gut us into fome Worfeip for the mean time. So dis was 


all from, my dear Life, 
Your humble Sarvant. 
And loving Relation, 
Owen Mac- Ogle. 


Fran. A very modeſt Epiſtle, truly 
Sir Gi/b. O! here's my Liſt— now Mr. Granger we'll 


— ſe what we can do for you —— hold! here, are fome 


that have no Buſineſs here, I am ſure 

ay, here! here's Dr Bullanbear One Thouſand 
why, ay — II was forced to put him down to 
rid of him: The Man has no Conſcience: Don't I 
he is in every Court-Liit under a ſham Name ! in- 
deed, Domine Doctor, you can't be here. 
(Scratches bim out. 
Then here's another Favourite of my Wite's 00 
Signior Ca/oni da Capo Tol houſand 
What! becauſe he can get as much for a Song does he 
think to have it for whiſtling too Huh ! huh! 
buh! not Itrota! I am not for ſending our Money into 
Popiſh Countries. (Blots him out. 

Fran. Rightly confider'd. Sir 

Sir Gilh Le.'s tee, who's next Sir James Batter 
Kt. One Thou and. 

Gran. Who's he, Sir? : 

Sir Ci. Ol a very ingenious Perſon, he's well known 
a Court, he mult ſtand ; beſides, I believe we ſhall em- 
him in our Spani/ Trade O! here we can 
re you one. I believe —Sir {aac Bickerflaff 

ht, One "Thouſand. 


ran, What! the fam'd Cenſor of Great Britain ? 
Sir 
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Sir Gilbert No, no ; he was a very honeſt pleaſant 
Fellow, this is only a Relation———a mere Whimſical, 
that will draw Nobody's way but his own, and is always 
wiſer than his Betters. I don't underſtand that fort of 
Wiſdom, that's for doing good to every body but himſelf; 
tet thoſe liſt him that like him, he ſhall ride in no Troop 
of mine, Odſheart likins ! (Blots Bin. 

Gran. How he dams them with a Daſh, like a pro- 
ſcribing Triumvir ! 

Sir Gilb. Let's ſee, I would fain have another fur you 
— OQ! here! William Penkethman One "thouſand, 
Hah ! a very pretty Fellow truly; what ! give a Thou- 
fand Pound to a Player why it's enough to turn 
his Brain; we ſhall have him grow proud, and quit the 
Stage upon it: No, no, keep him poor, and let him mind 
his Buſineſs; if the Puppy leaves off playing the Fodl, 
he's undone. No, no, won't hurtthe Stage, my Wife 
loves Plays; and whenever ſhe's there, I am ſure of 
three Hours Quiet at home [Be, &c.} Let's ſee; 
one, three, four, five, ay, juſt Franktly's Sum — here's 
Five Thouſand for you, Mr. Granger, with a wet Finger. 

Gran. Sir, I ſhall ever be in your Debt. 

Sir Gib. Pooh! you owe me nothing. 

Fran. You have the Happineſs of this Life, Sir Gilbert, 
the power of obliging all about you. 

Sir G:i/b. O! Mr. Frankly! Money won't do every 
thing, I am uneaſy at home for all this. 

4 Is that poſſible, Sir? while you have fo fine 2 
y 

Sir Gilb. Ay, ay, you are her Favourite, and have 
Learning enough to underſtand her; but— ſhe is too 
wiſe, and too wilful for me. 

Fran. O!] Sir, Learning's a ne Accompliſhment ina 
fine Lady. 

Sir Gilb. Ay, it's no matter for that, ſhe's a great 
Plague to me: Not but my Lord Biſhop her Uncle was 
a mighty good Man; ſhe lived all along with him; [ 
took her upon his word: twas he made her a Scholar ; | 
A a Miracle — Before I had her, I usꝰd to go 
and her talk Latin with him an Hour together, and 
there I——I— I play'd the Fool ——— I was wrong, 


I wrong 
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I I ſhould not have married again - and yet 
] was 5 fond of her Parts, I begg'd him to give my eldeſt 
Daughter the ſame fine Education, and and ſo he did 
but v tell you the truth, I believe both their Heads are 


turn'd. 
Gran. A good Husband, Sir, would ſet your Daugh- 


terright, I warrant you. 

Sir Gib. He muſt come out of the Clouds then, for 
he thinks no mortal Man can deſerve her : what think 
you, Mr. Frankly, you had ſoon enough of her? 

Frank. I think ſtill, ſhe may deſerve any mortal Man, 


Sir. 
Gran. I can't boaſt of my Merit, Sir Gilbert; but I 
wiſh you would give me leave to take my Chance with 


Sir Gib. Will you dine with me? 

Gran. Sir, you ſhall not ask me twice. 

Sir Gilb. And you, Mr. Frankly ? 

Fran. Thank you, Sir, I have had the Honour of my 
Lady's Invitation before I came out. 

Sir Cilb. O! then, pray don't fail; for when you are 
there, ſhe's always in Humour. 

Gran. I hope Sir, we ſhall have the Happineſs of the 
young Lady's Company too. | 

Sir Gib. Ay, ay; after Dinner I'll talk with yeu. 

Fran. Net forgetting your Favourite, Charlotte, Sir 

Sir Gib. Look you, Mr. Frankly. I underſtand you; 
you have a mind to my Daughter Charlotte, and I have 
often told you, I have no Exceptions to you ; and there- 
fore you may well wonder why I yet ſcruple my Conſent. 

Fran. You havea Right torefuſe it, no doubt, Sir ; 
but, I hope, you can't blame me for asking it. 

Sir Gil. In troth, I don't; and I wiſh you had it with 
all my heart: But ſo it is there's no Comfort ſure in 
this Life : for though by this glorious State of our Stocks, 
] haverais'd my poor ſingle Plumb to a Pomgranet; yet, 
if they had not riſen quite ſo high, you and I. Mr. Frank- 
2 might poſſibly have been both happier Men than we 


Fan. How ſo, Sir? 


Si 
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Sir Gib. Why at the Price it now is, I am under 

to give one ofthe greateſt Coxcombs upon Earth 

the — of marrying which of my Daughters he 
eaſes. 

Gran. Hey-day ! What is Marriage a Bubble too! 

| | (Aide. 

Sir Gib. Nay, and am bound in Honour even to 

a good word for him: You know young Wi. 


Fran. I could have gueſs'd your Coxcomb, Sir; but, 
I hope, he has not yet named the Lady. 

Sir Gib. Not directly, but I gueſs his Inclina- 
tions; and expect, ev ry hour, to have him make his 
Call upon my Conſent according to Form. 

Fran. Is this poſlible ? 

Gran. Sir, f he ſhould happen to name Se hronia, 
will you give me leave to drub him out of his Con- 
tract? 

Sir Gib. By no means Credit'; a nice point; and Peo- 
ple won't ſuppoſe that would be dun without my Conni- 
vance: befide, I believe Sophronia's in no danger. Bat 
becauſe one can be (ure of nothing, Gentlemen, I demand 
bath your Words of Honour, that for my ſake you will 
neither of you uſe any Acts of Hoſtility. 

Fran. Sir, in this Caſe you have a right to command 
us. 

Sir Gib. Your Hands npor't. 

Both And our Words of Honour. 

Sir Gi/h | am ſatisfied If we can find away to 
out- wit him — ſo- if not Odfo! here he comes: 
I beg your pardon, Gentlemen; but I won't be in his 
way till I cannot help it. Hum! hum! 

(E xit Sir Gilb. 


Gran. Avery odd Circumſtance. 

Fran. Tam afraid there is ſomething in it ; and begin 
to think now, my Friend Mitling (in his Raillery yelter- 
day with Charlotte) knew what he ſaid himſelf, tho he 
did not care whether any body elſe did. 


Gran. Sure] it cannot be real; I always took Witling 


for a Beggar. 


Fran. 
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Fran. So he was, or very near it, ſome Months ago; 
bat fince Fortune has been playing her Tricks here, ſhe 
has rewarded his Merit, it ſeems, with about an Hun- 
dred Thouſand Pound out of Change Alley. 

Gran. Nay, then he may be dangerous indeed. 

Fran. I long to know the ttom of it, 

Gran. That you can't fail of, for you know he's vain 
and familiar; and here he comes. 


Enter Witling. 


Wit. Hah! my little Granger How doſt thou do, 
Child ? Where the Devil haſt tnou been this Age? What's 
rhe reaſon you never come among us ? Frankly ! give me 
thy little Finger, my Dear. 

Gran. Thou art a very impudent Fellow, W:ling. 

Wit. Ay. it's no matter for that ; thou art a pleaſant 
one, I am fure: for thou always mak ſt us laugh? 

Fran. Us! who the Devil doſt thou mean by us, now ? 

Wit. Why your pretty Fellows, my Dear, your Ban- 
Fivants, your Men of Wit and Taſte. Child. 

Gran. I know very few of thoſe; but I come from a 
Country, Sir, hes Kol? the Nation are juſt ſuch pretty 
Fellows as thou art. 

Wit. Hah! that muſt be a pleaſant Place indeed ! 
— come from Paradiſe, Child? Ha! ha! 
n Fran. Don't you know he's juſt come from France, 

ir? 

Wit. You jeſt! 

Gran. Why ay —= Now you ſee, Witling, your 
Vanity has brought you into a Fool's Paradiſe. 

Wit. O! you pleaſant Cur! what Paris, quaſi par 
Diis, or Paradiſe. Ha! I wiſh I had been with you; 
I ay ſure you would have thought it Paradiſe then. 

Gran. Nay, now he's fairly in. 

Wit. Tis impoſſible to be out on't, Sir, in your Com- 
pany ; wherever you are, it's always Paradiſe to me, de- 
pend upon't. Ha! ha! 

Fran. Faith, Granger, there I think he came up with 


Gran. 
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Gran. Nay, ſince the Rogue has Money, we muſt of 
courſe allow him Wit; but I think he's one of your 

natur d ones: he does not only find the Jeſt, but the 
ugh too. 
it. Ay! and to hear thee talk, Child, how is it poſſi- 
ble to want either? Ha! ha 

Fran. Good again! Well ſaid Vitligg! Why thou art 


as ſharp to day 


Wit. As a Glover's Needle, my Dear, I always dart it 


into your Leather heads with three Edges : Ha! ha! 

Gran. Prithee, Vitling, does not thy Aſſurance ſome. 
times meet with a Repartee, that only lights upon the Out- 
fide of thy Head? 

Wit. O! your Servant, Sir: What ! now your Fire's 
gone, you would knock me down with the But-end, 
would you? Hal! it's very well, Sir; I ha' done, Sir, I 
ha” done: I ſee it's a Folly to draw Bills upon a Man 
that has no Aſſets. 

Gran. And to do it u a Man, that has no Cah 
of thine in his hands, is the Impudence of a Bankrupt. 

Vit. Pſhah! a meer Flaſh in the Pan— Well! well 


it's all oyer——Come, come a Truce, a Truce ! I ha 
done; I 1 ** | 
Gran. Why, thou vain Rogue! thy Good-nature haz 


more Impudence than thy Wit: Doſt thou ſuppoſe I can 
ever take any thing ill of thee? 

Wit. Pſhah ! fy! What doſt thou talk, Man? Why I 
know thou canſt not live without me: Doſt think I don't 
know how to make Allowances? 'Tho', if I have too 
much Wit, and thou haſt too little, how the Devil can 
either of us help it, you know? Ha ! ha! 

Fran. Ha! ha! honeſt Witling is not to be put out of 
humour, I ſee. 

Gran., No, faith, nor out of countenanceaꝛ v 

Wit. Not I, Faith, my Friend; and a Man of Turm 
may ſay any thing to me Not but I ſee by his 
Humour, ſomething has gone wrong I hold fix 
to four now, thou haſt been crabb'd at Paris in the 
Mini 

Gran. Not I, Ta'!, Sir; I would no more put my 
Money into the St ks th:r:, than n) Le; — 

Stock, 
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Socks here: There's no getting home again, when yon 
havea mind to it. 


Wit. Hah! very good! but prithee tell us: What! is 


here? 
Gran. Much the ſame Comedy, Sir; w 


wile Men are only Spectators, and laugh to ſee Fools make 


their Fortune. 

Wit. Ay, but there we differ, Sir; for there are Men 
of Wit too, that have made their Fortunes among us, to 
my knowledge. 

Gran. Very likely, Sir; when Fools are fluſh of 'Mo- 
ney, Men of Wit won't be long without it: I hear you 
have been fortunate, Sir. 

Wit. Humh ! I-gad, I don'tknow whether he calls me 
aWitora Fool. | 
K Ofy ! every body knows you have a great deal 


Money. 
1 And I don't know any Man pretends to more 


it. 

3 Nay, that's true too: but I gad l believe he 
me. 

Gran. But, prithee, Vitling. how came a Man of 
thy Parts ever to think of raiſing thy Fortune in Change- 
Alley? How didſt thou make all this Money thou art 
maſter of? 

Wit. Why, as other Men of Wit and Parts often do ; 
by having little or nothing to loſe: I rais'd my Fortune 
dr, as Milo lifted the Bull, by ſticking to it every day, 
when twas but a Calf. I ſous'd them with Premiums, 
Child, and laid them on thick when the Stock was low; 
d did it all from a Braſs nail, Boy. In ſhort, by being 
any once a day for a few Months, taking a Lodging at 
any Broker's, and riſing at the ſame Hour I uſed to go 
tobed at this cnd efike Town: I have at laſt madeup my 
Accounts : and now wake every Morning Maſter of Five 
ad Twenty Hundred a Year, Terra Firma, and Pelf in 
ay Pocket, Boy: I have Fun in my Fob beſide, Child. 

Gran. And all this out of Changy Aly ? 

Wit. Every Shilling, Sir; out of Stocks, Putts, 
bull, Rams, Bears, and Bubbles, Gran, 
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* Gran. Theſe Frolicks of Fortune do ſome Juſtice @/ 
leaſt ; they ſufficiently mortify the Proud and Envious 
that have not been the better for them. 

Fran. O! I know ſome are ready to burſt even at the 
Good Fortune of their own Relat ions. 

Wit. I-gad, and fo do I : there's that ſurly Pw, 
my Uncle the Counſellor, won't pull off his Hat to me 


nOW - you ſlaving Cur, that is not worth above 
— 2 and | Binds nothing but his Buſs 
neſs 


Fran. And fo is out of humour with you, becauſe: 
2 have done That in a Twelvemonth, that he has bern II 
dging for theſe twenty Years? 
it. But I intend to ſend him Word, {it he does nd 
mend his Manners, now I ſhall diſinherit him. | 

Gran. What are we to think of this, Frankh #* 5 120 
Fortune really in her Wits, or is the World out of | I, 
them? Co 

Frank. Much as it uſed to be; ſhe has only found : 
new Channel for her Tides of Favour. 

Wit. Prithee why doſt not come into the Alley, and 
ſee us ſcramble for them ? If you have a mind 5 
ſophize there, there's Work for your Speculations! I-gad} 
I never go there, but it puts me in mind of the Poets- 
cal Regions of Death, where all Mankind are upon 
level; there you'll ſee a Duke dangling after a Director; 
here a Peer and a Prentice haggli for an * 
there a Jew and a Parſon making > Diffe rences 3 
a young Woman of Quality days 1 of a Cab. 
and there an old one filling Refuſals to a Lieutenant d 
Grenadiers. 

1 What a Medley of Mortals has he jombles®: 

ther ? 

EF. O! there's no ſuch Fun in the Univerſe! 

gad ! there's no getting away: Perifh me? if I have ha 

7 N ſee my Miſtreſs but of a Sunday, theſe the 
onths. 

Gran. Thy Miſtreſs! What doſt thou mean? T 
ſpeak ſt as if thou had'ft hut one 

Wit. Why no more I have not, that I care a Farthing — 
for: I may, perhaps, have a Stable of Scrubs, to mount I“ 
0 
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Footmen when I rattle into Town, or fo ; but this 48 

a choice Pad, Child, that I deſign for my own Riding. 

Fran. Prithee, who is ſhe ? = 

Wie. 1'il ſhew you, my Dear ———T think I have her 
here in my Pocket. 

Gran. What doſt thou mean? ' 

Wit. Look you, I know you are my Friends; and there- 
fore, fince I am {ure it's in nobody's power to hurt me, 
ll venture to truſt you There! that's Whoo, Child. 


[ Shews a Paper. 
Fran. What's here? 
[Read;. 
To Sir Gilbert Wrangh : 


dir, according to your Contract of the 11th of February 
lat, I now make 8 Election of your younger Daughter, 
Mr;. Charlotte Wrangle; and do hereby demand your 
Conſent, to be forthwith join d to the ſaid Charlotte in 
the fober State of Matrimony. Witneſs my Hand, &c. 


William Witling. 


Fran. What a merry World do we live in? 

Gras. T his indeed is extraordinary. 

Wit. I think io : I'll aſſure you, Gentlemen, I take 
this to be the Coup de Maitre of the whole Alley: This 
s Call now, that none of your thick-skull'd Calculators 
could ever have thought on. 

Gran. Well, Sir; and does this Contract ſecure the 
Lady's Fortune to you too ? 

Wit. O! Pox ; I knew that was all Rug before: Ile 
tad ſettled Three Theuſand a piece upon them in the 
leatb-Sea, when it was only about Par, provided tliey - 
married with his Conſent, which by this Contract you 
know have a Right to — $0 there's another Thirty 

dead, my Dear. 

Fan. But pray, Sir, has not the Lady herſelf a Right 
of , as well as you, all this while? 

Wit. A Right! ay, who doubts it? Every Woman 

a Right to be a Fool, if ſhe has a mind to it, that's 
*namn: But Charlotte happens to be a Girl of Taſte, my 
| B 


Dear 3 
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Dear ; ſhe is none of thole Fools, that will ſtand in her 
own light, I can tell you. | 

Fran. Well, but do you expect ſhe ſhould blindly cop 
ſent to your Bargain ? 

Wit. Blindly ! No, Child: But doſt thou imagine any 
Citizen's Daughter can refuſe a Man of my Figure and 
Fortune, with her Eyes open ? 

Gran. Impudent Rogue 22 
Fran. Nay, I grant your Security's good, Sir: But [ 

mean, you have till leſt her Conſent at large in the Writ- 
ing? 

ie. Her Conſent ! didit thou think I minded tha, 
Man! I know, if the Stock did but whip up, I ſhould 
make no more of her than a poach'd Egg — But to le 
you into the Secret, my Dear, I am ſecure of that alres 
dy; for the Slut's in love with me, and does not knoy 
it: Ha, ha, ha! | 

Fran. How came you to know it then? 

7t. By her ridiculous pretending to hate me, Child: 
for we never meet, but tis a mortal War; and never part, 
till one of us is rallied to death ; Ha, ha ! 

Fran. Nay, then it muſt be a Match; for I ſee you 
are reſolv'd to take no Anſwer. 

Nit. Not I, Faith! I know her Play too well for that! 
In ſhort, I am this very Evening to attack her in form; 
and to ſhew you I ama Man of Skill, I intend to make 
my firſt Breach from a Battery of Lalian Mufick, it 
which I deſign to ſing my own J Pzan, and enter the 
Town in Triumph. 

Fran. You are not going to her now? 

Mit. No, no, I muit firſt go and give the Governor ny 
Summons here: I mult find out Sir Gilbert; he's her 
abouts: I long to make him growl a little; for I knov 
he'll fire when he reads it, as it it were a Scire Facias tr 
gainſt the Company's Charter. Ha, ha [ Exit Wit. 

Fran. When all's ſaid, this Fellow ſeems to feel hi 
Fortune more than moſt of the Fools that have ben 
lately taken into her Favour. | 

Gran. Pox on him! I had rather have his Conſtitution 
than his Money: Prithee let's follow, and ſee how the di 
Gentleman receives him. 4 
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Fran. No excuſe me; I can't reſt till I fee 
Charlotte — You know my Affairs gow require 
Attendance. 


Gran. That's true; I beg you take no notice to $9- 
ia of my being in Town : I have my Reaſons for 


Fran, Very well; we ſhall meet at Dinner— Adieu. 
[ Exeunt ſeverally. 
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Th 8 CEN E, Sir Gilbert's Houſe. 


Sophronia and Charlotte. 


CHARLOTTE. 


A! ha! ha! 

W Soph, Dear Siſter, don't be ſo boiſterous 
in your Mirth : You really overpower me! 
So much Vociferation is inſupportable. 

Char. Well, well! I beg your Pardon — 
— But you know Laughing is the wholeſom- 
- thing in the World ; and when one has a hearty Oc- 

an 

Soph. To be vulgar — you are reſolv'd to appear fo. 

Char. O! I cannot help it, I love you dearly ; and pray, 
where's the Harm of it ? 

Soph. Look you, Siſter, I grant you, that Riſibility is 
only given to the Animal Rationale ; but you really in- 
dulge it, as if you could give no other Preof of your 

les, 

Char. And if I were to come into your Sentiments' 

r Siſter, I am afraid the World would think I were of 
w Species at all. 

Soph. The World, Sifter, is a Generation of Ignorant: : 


B 2 And 
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And for my part, I am reſolv'd to do what in me lie: u 
put an end to Poſterity. ; 

Char. Why, you don't deſpair of a Man, I hope. 

Soph. No; but I will have all Mankind deſpair of me. 

Char. You'll poſitively .die a Maid ? 

Soph. You, perhaps, may think that dying a Martyr; 
but I ſhall not die a Brute, depend upon't. 

1 44 Nay, I don't think you'll die either, if you can 
elp it. 

2 5. What do you mean, Madam. 

Char, Only, Madam, that you are a Woman, and 
may happen to change your Mind ; that's all. 

Soph. A Woman! that's ſo like your ordinary way 
of thinking; as if Souls had any Sexes—— No ———. 
when I die, Madam, I ſhall endeavour to leave ſuch 
Sentiments behind me, that (vn omnis moriar) 
the — will be convinc'd my purer part had no Sex 
at all. 

Char. Why truly, it will be hard to imagine, that 
any one of our Sex could make ſuch a Reſolution ; though 
J hope we are not bound to keep all we make neither. 

Soph. You'l find, Madam, that an elevated Soul may 
be always Maſter of its periſhable Part. 

Char. Burt dear Madam, do you ſuppoſe our Souls 

are cramm'd into our Bodies merely to ſpoil ſport, that 
a virtuous Woman is only ſent hither of a Fool's Errand? 
What's the uſe of our coming into the World, if we ar 
to go out of it, and leave nobody behind us ? 
- Soph. If our Species can be only ſupported by thoſe 
groſs Mixtures, of which Cookmaids and Footmen ar 
capable, People of Rank and Erudi.ion ought certainly 
to deteſt them. O] what pity 'tis the Divine Secret ſhould 
be loſt ! I have ſomewhere read of an ancient Naturalif, 
whoſe laborious Studies had diſcover'd a more innocent 
way of Propagation ; but, it ſeems, his Tablets unforts 
nately falling into his Wite's hands, the groſs Creature 
threw them into the Fire. 

Char. Indeed my dear Sitter, if you tall thus in Com 
pany, People will take you for a Mad- woman. 

Soph. I ſhall be even with them, and think thoſe mah 


that differ from my Opinion. 
Char 


F. 5_ 58S BP8eg=-Sms S co 


Z. 
ora 


ES STEEP 


ETL 5 SE #5864 E 


＋ $ 


E 


RB SOA SE 


2 7 
Ty 
bd 


The Ladies Philoſophy. 29 


Char. But I rather hope the World will be ſo chari- 
table, as to think this is not your real Opinion. 

$eph. 1 ſhall wonder at nothing that's ſaid or thought 
by People of your ſullied Imagination. 

Char. Sullied! I would have you to know, Madam, I 
think of nothing but what's decent and natural. 


. Don't be too poſitive, Nature has its Indecencies. 

Char. That may be ; but I don't think of them. 

Soph. No! Did not you own to me juſt now, you were 
determin'd to marry ? 

Char. Well! and where's the Crime, pray ? 

Soph. What! you want to have me explain? But I 
hall not deſile my Imagination with ſuch groſs Ideas. 

Char. But, dear Madam, if Marriage were ſuch an 
zbominable Bufineſs, how comes it that all the World 
allows it to be honourable ? And I hope you won't ex- 
me to be wiſer than any of my Anceſtors, by think- 
the contrary ? 
5. No; but if you will read Hiſtory, Siſter, you 
will find that the Subjects of the greateſt Empire _ 
Earth were only propagated from violated Chaltity : The 
Sabine Ladies were Wives, tis true, but glorious raviſh'd 
Wives. wa way they were indeed, but they ſurren- 
der'd not: They ſcream'd, and cry'd, and tore, and as 
far as their weak Limbs would give them leave, reſiſted 
and abhorr'd the odious Joy —— — 

Char. And yet, for all that Niceneſs, they brought a 
api Race ef Rakes, that bullied the whole World 

em 


Leb. The greater till their Glory, that though they 
were naturally prolifick, their Reſiſtance proved they 
were not Slaves to Appetite. 
Char, Ah! Siſter, if the Romans had not been fo 
wp ſet, the glorious Reſiſtance of theſe fine Ladies 
might have been all turn'd into Coquettry. 
pb. There's the Secret, Siſter : Had our modern 
Dames but the true Sabine. Spirit of Diſdain, Mankind 
might be again reduced to thole old Raman Extremities ; 
and our ſhameleſs Brides would not then be 4d, but 
&agg'd to the Altar; their Spon/a/ia not call'd a Marri- 
e but a Sacrifice: And the conquer'd Beauty, not the 
Virgin, but the Victim. 5 Os 
B 3 Char. 
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Char. O ridiculous ! and ſo you would have no Woman 
marry'd, that were not firſt raviſh'd, according to Law? 

Soph. I would have Mankind owe their Conqueſt of uy 
rather to the Weakneſs of our Limbs, than of our Souls, 
And if defenceleſs Women muſt be Mothers, the Bruta. 
lity at leaſt ſhould lye all at their door. 

Char. „* of = — — 1 dear Siſter, 
leſt ſome a young Fellow ſhould ſeduce yon to 
the Confuſion of ning whch it. Yon'd make 22 
rueful Figure in Love 

Soph. Siſter, you make me ſhudder at your Freedom! [ 
in love ! I admit a Man! What! become the voluntary, 
the lawful Object of a corporeal Senſuality ! Like you! 


to chuſe myſelf a Tyrant ! a Deſpoiler! a Husband! | 


Ugh! 


Char. I am afraid, by this Diſorder of your Thought, ' 


dear Siſter, you have got one in your Head, that you 
don't know how to get rid of. | 

Soph. I have, indeed ; but it's only the Male Creature 
that you have a mind to. 

Char. Why that's poſſible too; for I have often oblery' 
you uneaſy at Mr. Frank's being particular to me. 

Soph. If I am, tis upon your account, becauſe I know 
he impoſes upon you. | 

Char. You know it? 

3 I know his Heart, and that another is Miſtreh 
it, 

Char. Another? 

Soph. Another, but one that to my Knowledge will ue. 
ver hear of him; ſo don't be uneaſy, dear Silter, all ian 
power you may be aſſur'd of. 

Char. Surprizingly kind indeed 1 F 

Soph. And you | » Sou toe 1 have a great deal in mp 
Inclination 


Char. For me or him, dear Siſter ? 

Soph. Nay, now you won't ſuffer me to oblige you. | 
tell you I hate the Animal, and for half a good Wert 
would give him away. 

Char. What! before you have him? 

Soph This affected Ignorance is fo vain, dear Siſies, 


Char. 


that I now think it high time to explain to you. 
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Char. Then we ſhall underſtand one another. | 

Soph. You don't know, perhaps, that Mr, Frankl; is 
paſſionate] in love with me ? 

Char. know, upon his treating with my Fatber, his 
once made you ſome Offers. 

Soph. Why then you may Know too, that upon my 

„ | fliphting theſe Offers, he fell immediately into a violeut 
ft A ar. I did not hear of its Violence. 

$#ph. So violent, that he has never ſince dar'd to open 
his Lips to me about it; but to revenge ihe ſecret Pains 
Igwe him, has made his publick Audreſſes to you, 

Char. Indced, Siſter you ſurpriſe me; and tis hard 
4 to fay, that Men impoſe more upon us, than we upon 

| ourſelves. 
* | ” Soph. Therefore by what I have told you, you may 
do be convinc'd he is falſe to you, 
Char. But is there à necefiity, iy dear Scronig. that 

We I muſt rather believe you than him? Fa! ta! ha! : 
* Seph. How, Nladam ! Have you the Confidence to que- 
0 


ö 
5 
* 
„ 


nin my Veracity, by ſuppoſing me capable of an Ln- 
deavour to deceive you? _ 

"Char. No hard Words, dear Siſter; I only ſuppoſe you 
» capable of deceiving yourſelf, as I am. 

Mö. Oh ! mighty probable indeed! You are a Perſon 
of infinite Penetration! Your Studies have open'd to you 
the utmoſt Receſſes of human Nature; but let me tell 
you. Siſter, that Vanity is the only Fruit of Toilet Lucu- 
brations. I deceive my ſelf: Ha! ha! ha 

Char. One of us certainly does! Ha! ha 
g Soph, There I agree with you. Ha! Ha! 

a Char. Till 1 am better convinc'd then on which ſide 
= dy lies, give me leave to laugh in my turn, dear 


II . O! by all means, ſweet Madam! Ha! ha! 
700 Bath. Ha! ha! ha! 


Char. O! here's Mamma, ſhe perhaps may decide the 
Qeftion. Ha! ha! 3 


Enter Lady Wrangle. 
L. Vrang. So Mrs. Charlotte! what wonderful No- 
bing. pray, may be the Subject of this mi ghty Merriment? 
| B. 4 Soph, 
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Soph. Nothing indeed, Madam, or what's next to ng. 
thing; a Man, it ſeems. Ha! ha 

L. Vr. Charlotte, wilt thou never have any thing elle 
in thy Head ? 

Char. I was in hopes, nothing, that was in my Siſter 
Head, would be a Crime in mine. Madam, 

L. Vr. Your Siſter's! What? Hcw ? Who is it you are 
laughing at? 

Char. Only one another, Madam ; but perhaps your 
Ladyſkip may laugh at us both: for, it ſeems, my Siſter 
and [ both inſiſt, that Mr. Frankhy is poſitively in love but 
with one of us. 

L. Vr. Who, Child? 

Soph. Mr. Frankly, Madam. 

L. Vr. Mr. Frankly in love with one of you! 

Soph. Ay, Madam; but it ſeems we both take him u 
gurſelves. 

L. V. Then Charlotte was in the right in one Point, 

Soph. In what, dear Madam? 

L. Ir. Why, that for the ſame reaſon you have been 
lughirg at one another, I muſt humbly beg leave u 
latagh at you both — Ha! ha! 

(Far. So! this is rare Sport. 22 

L. Vr. But pray, Ladies, how long has the Chimen 
of chis Gentleman's Paſſion ſor you been in either d 
your Heads ? 

$:ph Nay, Madam, not that I value the Conqueſt, bu 
your Ladyſhip knows he once treated with my Fathe 
upcn my Account. | 

L. V. | know he made that his Pretence to get 
quainted in the Family. 

Soph. Perhaps, Madam, 1 have more coercive Reaſons 
but am not concern'd enough at preſent to inſiſt upon the! 
Validity. 
I.. ½. Sophronia, you have Prudence. [Soph. walbh 
and reads | But what have you to urge, ſweet Lady? Ho 
came this Gentleman into your Head, pray? 

Char. Really, Madam, I can't well ſay how he g 
in, but there he is, that's certain: What will be able u 

get bim out again, Heaven knows. 
L. Vr. Oh! I'll inform yeu then; think no my l 
1 
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kim than he thinks of you, and I'll anſwer for your 
Cure. Ha! ha! ha! 

Char. I ſhail follow your Preſcription, Madam, when 
Lam once ſure how little he thinks cn me. 

L. Vr. Then judge of that, when I aflure you, that 
his Heart is utterly and ſolely given up to me. 


derb Well! I did not think my Lady had been ca- 
pable of ſo much Weaknels. [ Aſide. 


Char. How ! to you, Madam? How is that poſſible, 
unleis he makes you diſhonourable Offers? 

L. Vr. There's no occaſion to ſuppoſe that neither; 
there are Paſſions you have no Notion of : He knows my 
Virtue is impregnable ; but that — — preſerves him mine. 

Char. Nay, this does puzzle me indeed, Madam. 

Soph. If you had ever read Plato, Siſter, you might 


' have known, that Paſſions of the greateſt Dignity have 


not their Source from Veins and Arteries. 
L. Vr. Sophronia, give me leave to judge of that; per- 
I dont inſiſt that he is utterly P/atonick neither: Ihe 
Manſion of the Soul may have itz Attractions too; he 
1 a8 yet but Udum & Molle Lutum —— and may take 
what Form I pleaſe to give him. 

Char. Well, Madam, ſince I ſee he is ſo ntterly at your 
Ladyſhip's Diſpoſal, and that tis impoiſible your Virtue 
can make wy uſe of him in my vulgar way; ſhall I beg 
your good Word to my Father, only to make me Miſtreis 
of his mortal Part ? 

L.-#. Heavens! what will this World come to? This 
Creature has ſcarce been two Years from School, and yet 
s impatient for a Husband ? No, Madam, you are too 
young as yet; but — Cruda Marito. Your Education is 
nat yet finiſh' d; firſt cultivate your Mind, correct aud 
mortify theſe Sallies of your Blood; learn of your Siſter 
here, to live a bright Example of your Sex; refine your 

give your happier Hours up to Science, Arts, and 
ers; enjoy the Raptures of Philoſophy, ſubdue your 
Paſions, and renounce the ſenſual Commerce of Man- 


Char. O! dear Madam, I ſhould make a piteous Phi- 
loſopher; indeed your Lady ſhip had much better put me 
Ut to. the Buſineſs, I am fit ior: Here's my Sider has 

B ; Learn- 
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Learning o' Conſcience for any one Family; and, 
of the two, I had much rather follow your Ladyſhip's Ex. 
ample, and uſe my humble Endeavours to encreaſe it. 

L. Vr. My Example! Do you ſuppoſe then, if I had 
been capable of groſs Deſires, I would have choſen your 
Father for the Gratificator of them ? 

Char. Why not, Madam; my Papa's a hale Man, and 
though he has twice your Ladyſhip's Age, he walks ay 
ſtrait, and leads up a Country-Dance as brisk, as a Beau 
at a Ball. 

L. V. Come, none of your ſenſual Inferences from 
thence; I was govern'd by my Parents: I had other 
Views in marrying Mr. Vrang le. 

Char. Yes, a ſwinging Jointure. [ 4fde. 

L. Fr. When you have gone through my Studies, Ma- 
dam, Philoſophy will tell you, tis poſhble a well na- 
tur'd Mind, tho' fated to a Husband, may be at once a 
Wife and Virgin. 

Char. Prodigious! [ Hide. 

L. Vr. What is't you ſmile at, Madam? 

Char. Nothing, Madam, only I don't underſtaud theſe 
Philoſophical My feries ; but if your Ladyſhip will in- 
dulge me, in marrying Mr. Frankh, as for dying a Maid 
aſterwards, I'll take my Chance for it. 

L. Vr. What a giddy Confidence! But thou art ftrange- 
ly vain, Charlotte, to be ſo importunate for a Man, that, 
as I have told thee, has the Misfortune to be paſhonately 
in love with me. 

Char. Indeed, indeed, Madam, if your Lad yſhip would 


dut give him leave to open his Mind freely, he would 


certainly tell you another Story. 
L. Vr. I will ſend for him this minute, and convince 


you of your Error. 
Enter a Servant. 


Serv. Madam, Mr. Frank. 
L. Vr. He never came more opportunely : Deſire hin 
to walk in. | 
Enter Mr. Frankly. 


L. Vr. O! Mr. Frankly, the welcomeſt Man alive. 
Fran, Then I am the happieſt, I am ſure, — 
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L. Vr. O fy! 's there any one of this Company could 
make you ſo? 

Fran. There's one in the Company, Madam, has a 
deal more in her Power, than I'm afraid ſhe'll 
with to me. 

Soph. Are you this hard-hearted Lady, Siſter ? Does 
this Deſcription reach you, pray ? [ Afrde. 

Char. The Power does not deſcribe you I'll anſwer 


for it. [ Aide. 


L. Fr. Nay, now you grow particular — You have 

ſomething to ſay to one of theſe Ladies, I'm ſure. 
[To Frankly. 

Fran. I have ſomething, Madam, to ſay to both of 
them. 
$-ph. Shall we let him ſpeak, Siſter ? 

Char. Freely. 

L. Vr. Which of theſe two now, if you were free to 
chuſe, could you really give up your Heart to? 

Fran. O! Madam, as to that I dare only ſay, as 
vir Jobn Suckling did upon the ſame Occaſion. 

Soph. Pray, what was that ? 


Fran, He ſure is happieſt that has Hopes of eit Hr; 
Next him, is He, that ſecs you both together. 


L. Vr. Perfectly fine: Nor is there more Wit in the 
Verſes themſelves, than in your polite Application ot 
them — Mr. Franil, I mutt beg your pardon 
I know it's rude to whiſper, but you have Good-nature ; 
and to oblige a Woman 

Fran. 1s the Buſineſs of my Life, Madam —— What 
the Devil can all this mean? I have been oddly cate- 
chiz d here Sure they have not all agreed to bring 
me to a Declaration for one of them it looks a 
litle like it But then, how comes ('-ar/atre into 
ſo vain a Project? nay, ſo hazardous? She can't but 
know, my holding the other two in play has been the 
only means of my getting Admittance to her per- 

ps they may have piqued her into this Experiment — 
not unlikely but I mult be cautious, | Haile. 

I. Wr. Nay, Ladies, you can't but ſay I laid you 
fairly in his way { {part 40 Soph. and Char.] And yet 

vou 
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you ſee from how palpable a Regard to me, he has in. 
18 avoided a Declaration for either of you, 1 


Soph. Your Ladyſhip won't be offended, if, for a mo. 
ment, we ſhould ſuſpend your Concluſion. | 

L. Vr. Not in the leaſt; if Suſpence can make you 
happy, live always in it. 

Char. But pray, Madam, let him go on a little. 

L. Vr. Oh! you ſhall have enough of him. Well, you | 
area horrid Tyrant, Mr. Frank : Don't you plainly ee, | 
here are two Ladies in this Company, that havea mind! 
you ſhould declare in favour of one of them ? 

Fran. Yes, Madam, but I plainly fee, there are three ] 
Ladies in the Company. 

L Vr. What then! \ 

Fran. Wiy then, Madam, I am more afraid of of | j 
ſending that third Perſon, than either of the other two. | 

L. Vr [to Soph. and Char.] Obſerve his Diffidence, | 
his Awe, he knows I love Reſpect. | 

Saph. With Submiſſion, Madam, I never was familiar 
with him. 

L. Vr. Come, now do you both ask the Queſtion, a 
J have done, each excluſive of herſelf. 

Char. Your Ladyſhip's in the right — 22 
Sir, without any Apology then, I am oblig d to ask you, 
whether it be my Lady ar my Siſter, you really are in 
love with? 

Fran. So now it's plain, [ 4/ide.] When either of them 
ask me, you'll be out of the Queſtion, I can aſſure you, 
Madam. 

IL. V.. Ha! ha! A 

Soph. Who's in the Queſtion now, Siſter? 

Char. If I had put myſelf in, you would not have 
been there, I'll aniwer for him. [ Afede. 

Soph. Then I'll do you that Favour, Madam. 
Fran. So] Now the bother —— but I am 
for her too. | 

Soph. You ſee, Sir, the Humour we are in: Tho 
don't ſuppoſe, if I ask you the ſame Queſtion, tis from 
the ſame Motive; but fince theſe Ladies have oblig d 


me toit— Which of them is it you ſincerely area Slave! 
y Fran, 
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Fran. Since I find your Motive is only Complaiſance 
to them, Madam, I hope you will not think it needs 


an Anſwer. 


Soph. I am ſatisfy d : 
Your Ladyſhip was pleas'd to mention Reſpett —— I 
think there's Reſpect and Demonſtration too, Mac am. 

[ A/ide [8 L. Wr. 

L. Vr. I grant it but both to me, Child 
But I will ſpeak once more for all of us S. r, that 
you may not be reduc'd to farther Ambiguities —— 
we are all agreed, you ſhould have leave to de- 
care which of us then your Heart is utterly in the 
Diſpoſal of ? 

ran. Then I muſt ſuppoſe, Madam, that one of 
you have a mind I ſhould make the other two my 
Enemies. | 

L. V. All your Friends, depend upon us. 

Fran. So were all the three Goddeſſes to Paris, Ma- 
dam, till he preſum'd to be particular, and raſhly gave 
the Apple to Venus: You know, Madam, Juno was his 
immortal Enemy ever after. 


— Manet alta mente repo//um 
Judicium Paridis, ſpretægue Injuria Forme. 


L. Vr. Sir, you are excus'd; the Modeſty and Ele- 
gance of your Reply has charm'd me. 

Soph. Now, Siiter, was this Delicacy of his Taſte and 
Learning ſhewn to recommend hinuelf to me, or you, 
think you ? : : 

Char. O! I don't diſpute its recommending him to 
, He thinks it does, depend upon't. 

Char. Though I can hardly think that of him, yet 
F can't ſay indeed he has taken much Pains to re- 
commend himſelf to me all this while: I ſee no rea- 
ſon, becauſe they are to be reſpected forſooth, that I 


may uot be pleas'd in my turn too. [To herſe#. 


Fran. And now, Ladies,. give me leave to ask you a 
Qeſtion 
L. Hr. You may command us, Sir. 


Fran, 
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Fran. Then whoſe cruel Propoſal was it to urge me 
to a Declaration of my Heart, when you all knew there 
was not one of you, from the Diſpoſition of whoſe Mind 
= Circumſtances, I could hope the leaſt Favour or 
L. Wr Explain yourſelf. 

Fran. Why firit, Madam, as to your Ladyſhip, you 
are honourably diſpos'd of from you my utmoſt 
Vanity could no more form a Hope, than could 
Virtue give it And here To Soph. ] if poſſible, my 
Fate were harder flill —— here I muſt have to encounter 
Rivals numberleſ; and invincible. 

Soph. Rivals ! 

Fran. Ay, Madam, is not every Volume in your Li. 
brary a Rival? Do you not paſs whole Days, nay ſome- 
times happier Nights, with them alone? The Living and 
the Dead promiſcuous in your Favour? Old venerable 
Sages, even in their Graves, can give you Raptures, from 
whoſe Divine Enjoyment no mortal Lover can perſuade 


ou. 
£ S2ph. [to Char ] Is this to pleaſe you, Siſter? 
Char. Truly 1 think not —— he has miſtaken the 
way at leaſt. 
Fran [Turning to Char. ] And here, Madam — 
L. V. Hold, Sir, a Truce with your Nega 
tives, leſt they grow too vehement in their Affirmation. 
— you have hitherto my Efteem preſerve it 
by your Diſcretion, and force me not to revoke the 
Freedom I have this day given you Sophraonia, | 
have carried this Matter to the very utmoſt Limits of 
Diſcretion — I hope you, and your Siſter, are now 
deliver'd from your Error; if not, I'll inftantly with 
draw, and leave you to a full Conviction. 
[Exit Lady Wrangle. 
Fran. 1 am afraid my Lady takes ſomething ill of me. 
Soph. Sir, what you have done was from her own 
Defire; and ſince I partly am the Occaſion, it is but jull 
I ſtand engag'd for your Reconciliation. 
Fran. Then give me leave to hope, Madam 
Soph. From what Pretenſion, Sir? From any Weak 
neſs of my Behaviour? Hope! do you conſider the li- 
cenuou 
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and extenſive Conſequences of that odious 
Word? Hope! you make me tremble at the Thought. 

Fran. Madam, I only mean 

Soph. I know your Meaning, Sir; and therefore mult 
not hear it. 

Fran, This is new with a Vengeance. [ Aide. 

Soph. Siſter, I am ſorry our Argument has reduced 
me to ſtand ſo outrageous an Inſtance of your Conviction ; 
bat you may profit from the Inſult: You may learn to 
moderate your Vanity, and to know yourlelt. O! "tis a 
Heavenly Leſſon — E Cel deſcendit, Gnothe ſeauton. 

| Exit. 

Fran. What a ſolid Happineſs is now crept into her 
Mind through the Crack of her Brain? — I hope you 
are not going too, Madam? 

Char. I don't know any Buſineſs I have here. 

Fran. So I- gad! I have diſoblig' d them all, I be 
leve: ¶ Hide] You are not out of Humour? 

Char. I do not know whether I am or no. 

Fran. So cold, Charlotte, after I have had my Wits up- 
en the ſtretch this half hour, to oblige you ? 

Char. What, in blowing up other People's Vanity at 
my Expence ? | 

Fran. Would you have had me blown up their Jea- 
louſy, at the Expence of my being weil with you? 

Char. You that are ſo de xtrous in impoling upon 
others, may impoſe upon me too, for ought know. 

Fran. Come, come, don't impoſe upon yourſelf Char- 
bite, by this groundleſs, this childiſh Reſentment. 

Char. She that has no Reſentment at all, may be un- 
der-treated as long as ſhe lives, I find. 

Fran. Pray think a little ; is my having made them 
ndiculous by your own Conſent, expoling you to them, 
r them to you? 

Char. I do not know how the Matter's contriv'd ; but 
| certainly find my ſelf uneaſy, and you can't perſuade 
ne | am not fo. | 

Fran, Well, well; fince you can't juſtify your being in 
a ill- humour, it's a fair ſtep at leaſt to your coming into 
a good one. 

Char. Come, I will not be wheedled now. 

Fran, Nay, but hear me. 


Sophro- 
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Sophronia enters unſcen, while Frankly ſcems to en- 
tertain Charlotte apart. 


Soph. What can theſe Creatures be doing alone to- 
gether? I thought I left my Siſter in too ill a Humour is 
retire with him; but I fee theſe Carnage Lovers have 
ſach a Meanneſs in their Souls, they'll overlook the 
groſſeſt Uſage to accommodate their ſenſual Concorpo- 
ration "Tis fo her Eyes have loſt all Re. 
ſentment already: But I mult not be feen, leit they 
miſtake my innocent Curioſity for Jealouſy. 

Char. Well, but you might have thrown in a civil 
thing to me in my turn too. 

Fran. Alas poor Lady! Pray, what one civil thing 
did I mean to any Body but your ſelf? Beſides, was not 
you one of the three Goddefles, Miſs Charbte ? Which 
of the Company do you ſuppole I meant by Few, 

? 


y ? 
Char. How filly you make me? 
Fran. Nay, I was going to ſay a great deal mote ty 
you, if my Lady had not itopt my Mouth. 
Soph. Is it poſſible? [Ad. 


Char. Why then I beg your pardon; for in ſhort, 


find I have only been Fool enough to be unealy, be 
cauſe they had not Senſe enough to be mortited. 

Fran. A pretty innocent Conteſlion truly, 

Soph. Have I my Senſes ? 

Char. Well! but tell me what was it you had a mind 
to ſay to me? 

Fran. Nothing to what I now could fay-- O! Charkty, 
my Heart grows full of you; the leaſt Look of kindneß 
ſoftens me to Folly ! Indeed I love you. 

Soph. Soh ! 

Char. And for what, after all ? [Smilng. 

Fran. For that, and for a thouſand Charms beſide: 
[Preſſing her Hand] There's ſomething in your Looks ſo 
toft, ſo gentle, fo reſigu d, and plaintive; I loved be 
fore I Knew it, and only thought J gave the Pity that 
I wanted. 

Char. What Tranſport's in the Paſſion, when the Tet 
derneſs is mutual? 
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Soph. O! the enormcus Creature! But I'll be — 
leſt her Intoxication ſhould know no Bounds ! — No, — 


on ſecond I houghts I'll ſtay this 
odious Object may be uſeful ; Vipers, if {During this, 
rightly taken, are Preſervatives; And as Fr. and Char. 
the Spartans taught their Children to ab- /cem in an 
hor Intemperance, by ſhewing them amorous Di/- 
their Slaves expos'd, and ſenſeleſs in pute, till be 
their Wine; ſo I, in Contemplation of 4i/s ber ] 
this Folly, may be fortified againſt it — 
O! the abandon'd Wantans ! —— What a riotous Diſ- 
order now muſt run thro' every Vein of her whole 
Syſtem? How can they thus deface the Dignity of hu- 
man Being? A Kiſs, nay then 'tis inſupportable. [Sbe 

s to them.] Siſter, I am amaz'd you can ſtand trifling 
hs when my Father's come home, and you know he 
wants you. 
Char. She has certainly ſeen us. [ Afede to Fran. 
Fran, No matter, ſeem eaſy, and take no notice. 

Apart to Char. 

Soph. Shall I tell him you will not come, Madam? 
Char. Well, do not be in a Paſſion, dear Siſter. 
Fran. OI fy! why ſhould you think ſo? But is 
vir Gilbert come in, Madam? I have a little Buſineſs 
- kim: If you pleaſe, Madam, ['ll wait upon you 
to him. 

Chay. With all my Heart, 

Fran. Amante Spoſo, &c. [Exit ſinging ith Char, 

Soph. What means this Turbulence of Thought? Why 
am I thus diſorder d? It cannot, nay, I will not 
have it — No! if I were capable of Folly, 
Granger might miſlead me; yet ſtill I am difturb'd ——- 
Yes, tis plain, I am incens'd, provok'd at him; but can 
I not aſſign the Cauſe? O! I have found it — having 
firſt offer d up his Heart to me, his giving it to another, 
without my Leave, is an Inſult on my Merit, and 
that's all How 
then ſhall | puniſh him? By ſecuring her to his Rival 
—= Witling thall have her; I'll work it by my Lady, 
the ſeems his Friend Yes, yes, that will intirely 


tale my Heart: How I rejoice to find *tis only decent 
Pride 
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Pride that has diſturb'd me Yes, I'll certainly 
reſent it — to their mutual Diſappointment. 


Thus beth hall ſuffer, doom'd to different Fates: 
His be Deſpair; be hers, the Man fhe hates. 


2 
Lady Wrangle and Sophronia. 


Lady FVrangle. 
Mpoflible ! You amaze me! Kiſs her, ſuy 
Ss you? What! as a Lover, amorouſly? vo- 
luptuouſly ? | 

Soph. Infamouſly! with all the glow- 
ing Fervour of a Libertine. | 

L. Vr. Then I am deceiv'd indeed! I 

ought that Virtue, Letters, and Fhiloſophy, had enl 
Charms for him: I have known his Soul all Rapture 
their Praiſes; nay, and believ'd myſelf the {ccret Object 
of them all. But is he vulgar, brutal then at laſt ? wm 
No Punic Faith fo falſe 'Tis well! he hasgeceiv'd 
me, and I hate him. O that forward Creature! 

Soph. She warms as I could wiſh. [ Hide. 

L Vr. But tell me, dear Sophronia, how did that nau- 
ſeous Girl behave to him? Was the Shame chiefly his? 
Did ſhe refiſt, or — how was this odious Kiſs obtain d 
Were his Perſuaſions melting, or her Allurements artful? 
Was he enfnared, or did his Wiles ſeduce her? O! tell 
me - rs J burn to know, yet wiſh to be de- 
ceiv'd. 

Soph. — Speratque Miſerrima 2 —— Dire@ly 
jealous of him; but I'll make my Uſes of it [ Afde ] Nay, 
Madam, I muſt own the guilty Part was chiefly hers: 
Had you but ſeen the warm Advances that ſhe made him, 
the Looks, the Smiles, the toying Glances, O! ſuch wan- 
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dn Blandiſhments to allure him; you would think his 


Crime, compar'd to hers, but Frailty. 

L V. O] the little Sorcereſs! but ſhall I ſtop her 
in her looſe Career : I'll have her know, forward as ſhe 
is, her Inclinations ſhall wait upon my Choice; and 
fnce ſhe will run riot, I'll have her clogg'd immedi- 
ately : I'll marry her, Sophronia ; but—— where I think 
tt: No! Mr. Vitling is her Man, or ſhe's a Maid for 


ever, 

Soph. That, Madam, I doubt, ſhe will never be brought 
to; ſhe mortally hates him. 

L. Vr. So much the better; I do not deſign him there- 
fore as her Happineſs, but her Puniſhment. 

Soph. This is fertunate ; ſhe even prevents my Pur- 


3 Ade. 
PP V. O! that a Man of his ſublime bande could 


full from ſuch a Height Was ever any thing fo 


mean, S bronia ? 
Soph. 1 am ſurpriz d indeed; my Siſter too is ſo illite- 


| ate, Madam. 


L. Vr. To contaminate his Intellects with ſuch a Chit 
of an Animal! O Tempora / 
. Soph. O Mores! Tis a degenerate Age indeed, Madam. 

L. Vr. Nothing but Noiſe and Ignorance ; Girls and 
Vanity have their Attractions now. 

* O! there's no living, Madam, while Coquettes 
ue ſo openly tolerated among a civiliz d People] 

L. Vr. 1 proteſt they are ſo inſolently inſidious, they 
ue become meer Nuſances to all innocent Society. 
Soph. Iam amaz'd the Government ſhould not ſet the 

tures to work. 

L. Vr. The Wiſdom of our Anceſtors reſtrain'd ſuch 
d Licences; and, you iee the Laws they made, 
(eſcrib'd them all by the modeſt Term of Spinſters 


V. But! I'll take care of her, at leaſt ; and fince 
he is become a publick Miſchief, to humble her will be a 
publick Good: I'll ſend to Mr. ling this moment, 
and invite him to dine here. I deſire you will be in the 
way, Child, and aſſiſt me in bringing this Matter to a 
ſpeedy Concluſion. [Exte. 
Soph. 


44 The REFUSAL; or, 


Soph. Yes, I ſhall aſſiſt you, Madam; tho' not to gra 
tify your Reſentments, but my own: Poor Lady! is this 
then all the Fruit of your Philcſophy ? Is this her Con- 
duct of the Paſſions, not to endure another ſhould poſſeſs 


what ſhe pretends to ſcorn? Are thefe her Self denials? | 


Where, where was her Self examination all this while? 
The leaſt Inquiry there had ſhewn theſe Paſſions as they 
are: Then had ſhe ſeen, that all this Anger at my Sifter 
was but Envy; thoſe Reproaches on her Lover, Jealou- 
ſy ; even that Jealouſy, the Child of Vanity, and her 
avow'd Reſentment, Malice ! Good Heaven ! Can ſhe he 
this Creature, and know it not? And yet tis ſo — 
ſo partial's Nature to herſelf: 


That Charity begins, where Knowledge Sou d, 
And all our Wiſtom's counſelPd by the Blut: 
The Faults of others abe with Eaſe diſcern, 


But our own Frailties are the laſt we learn. 


[Going off foe mects Frankly and Charlotte 


Ha! perpetually together? 
Char. In Contemplation, Siſter ? I am afraid we d. 


— you: Come, Mr. Frank, we'll go into the next 
com. 
. No, Madam, if you have any Secrets, I'll retire. 
Char. Nay, we have none now, Sifter, but what [ 
dare ſwear you are certainly let into: Ha! ha! ha 


Fran. So! She muſt have a gentle Inſult, I find; but it | 


will be prudent in me to keep the Peace. 4 


Soph. Theſe Taunts are inſupportable! but to confeh' 


the Smart, were adding to her Triumph. [ Hide. 
Char. Why fo grave, Sophrania ? 
Soph. Why that Queſtion, Madam? Do you often fee 
me otherwiſe ? 


Char. No; but I thought, upon your ſuppoſing we had 


Secrets, you drew up a little. 
Soph. 'Tis poſſible, I might not be in a laughing Hu- 
mour, without thinking any of your Secrets important. 
Fran. People, Madain, that think much, always wear 
a ſerious Aſpect. [ To Char. 


Soph. 
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$4ph. As the contrary, Siſter, may be a Reaſon for 

r continual Mirth. 

Char. Well! well! fo I am but happy, Siſter, I am 
content you ſhould be wiſe as long as you live. 

Soph. You have one Sign of Wiſdom, I ſee; a little 


thing contents you— There's no bearing her. [Ex. Soph. 


Char. She's in a high Rliff. 

Fran. I am afraid there is no Good towards us: I ob- 
ferv'd my Lady, as ſhe paſs'd too, had much the ſame 
Cloud upon her Brow. 

Char. Then ſhe has certainly told her how ſhe caught 
us fooling together. | 

Fran. No doubt on't ; therefore we muſt expect all the 
Miſchief that either of them can do us. 

Char. My Siſter can't do us much, at leaſt. 

Fran. She can blow up my Lady; and, you know, 
my Lady governs your Father. | 

Char. She does a little overbear him indeed; not but 
he will make his Party good with her upon Occaſion: I 
have known it come to a drawn Battle between them, 
eſpecially when he has any Body to ſtand by him. A 
ad Life tho', Mr. Frankly, when conjugal Engagements 
ae only Battles; does not their Example frighten you ? 


Fran. I can ſee no Hazard, in taking my Chance with 
you, Madam. 


Sophronia returns, and flops Hort, ſeeing Frankly 
taking Charloue's Hand. 


Soph. So! cloſing again the minute they are alone 
bet | ſhall make bold with them. {Goes forward.] Pray, 
dier, what did you do with that Book of mine) vu took 
up this morning. | 
Char, What Book ? 

Soph. The Confutizs, you know, in my Chamber. 
12 O! I did not mind it, I left it upon the green 

Soph. Very well — that's all——1I beg your Pardon: 
What a melancholy Sight ſhe is? 

| [ Exit, and drops her Handterchiq. 

Fran. This Book was only a Pretence to break in up- 

en us. 


Char 


46 The REruSAL; or, 


Char. Plainly— ſhe haunts us like the Ghoſt in Han- 
let. But pray, what Talk had you with my Father jug 
now ? 

Fran. A great deal; we are upon v T 
there, I 8 you: But his 888 1 
under the moſt ridiculous Dilemma, ſure, that ever waz, 

Char. What do you mean ? 

Fran, If you will have Patience to hear it, I'll tell you, 

Char. I thall have no Patience till I do hear it. 

Fran. You mult know then, ſore time ago, Sir Gilbert 
happen'd in a mix'd Company in Change- Alley, to join in 
a Laugh at Mr. Witling, for his Folly (as it was then 
thought) in giving out Premiums for the Refuſal of Saut 
Sea Stock at an extravagant Price : The Beau being 
piqued to an intemperance, to fee his Bargains a [ef 
offer'd, in Heat of Blood, to back his Judgment with 
more Money, for a harder Bargain, and ten times a 
chimerical. 

Char. Ay, now let's hear. 

Fran. 'Thus it was: He told an hundred Guineas into 
your Father's hand; in conſideration of which, (if Within 
could prove himſelf worth Fiſty Thouſand Pound within 
the Year, and the South-Sea Stock ſhould in that time 
mount to a thouſand per Cext. why then, and on thoſe 
Conditions only) your Father was to give him the Refuſal 


of you, or your Siſter, in Marriage. This whimſical Of. 


fer turn'd the Laugh of the Company to the Beau's fide, 
at which Sir Gilbert, impatient of his Triumph, and not 
being in the leaſt apprehenſive either of the Stocks rifing 
to that Price, or that this Rattle-headed Fellow could 
poſſibly make ſuch a Fortune in that time; fairly took 
the Money, and ſign'd the Contract. Now the Stock, it 
ſeems, is come up to his Price, and the Spark has actual 
ly prov'd himſelf worth near double the Sum he cot 
dition'd for. : 

2 For Heaven's Sake! am I to take all this ſen - 
ouily ? | 

Fran. Upon my Life 'tis true: But don't miſtake the 
Matter; Sir Gi/hert has left his Daughters Inclinations 
free: there is no Force to be put upon them in the Bar 
gain. 


Char, 
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Char. Oh! then I can take my Breath again. 
. Fran. No, no; you are ſaſe as to that point: You may 
& | 42s you pleaſe; he has only tied up his on Conſent. 
Bat Witling having this Call upon it, Sir Gilbert is inca- 
ty as he ſays, of giving it at preſent to me. 
1 Char. Well! but in the mean time, ſuppolſe he ſhould 
s dre it to you; what's the Penalty ? 
Fran. That's true; I had like to have forgot it: The 
v | Penalty is this; If Sir Gilbert refuſes his Conſent, then he 
is to give Witling an Alternative of the three thouſand 
It 4 Stock only, at two hundred. So low it ſeems was 
n de Price, when this Bargain was made. 
a } Car. A pinching Article: I am afraid my good Father 
. un not Diflaſte enough for a Coxcomb, to part with his 
Fuck, and not toſs him a Daughter into the Bargain. 
el, Fran. Ay, but conſider ; Sir Gilbert is not to part with 
ith in Stock neither, if you refule to marry the Gentleman. 
18 | Char. Why then the Fool has given his Money for no- 
thing; at leaſt I am ſure he has, if he makes his Call 
me. 
no } Far. Ay, but here's the Misfortune ; the Fool has been 
ln vie enough to do that already: Sir Gilbert tells me, he 
this | bu infiſted upon you; and you may be ſure my Lady, 
rs ad your Silter, will do all in their power to hold your 
77 taker to his Bargain: So that, while the Contract's va- 
Of. ld, it will not be even in your Power, Charlotte, to com- 
I pete my Happineſs this half Year. 
— Char. It gives me at leaſt occaſion to ſhew you a new 
— Proof of my Inclination ; for I confeſs, I ſhall be as un- 
"cull ey as you, till. one way or other, this ridiculous Bargain 
— * of I Coxcomb's hands again. 
= ran. O! Charlotte! lay your Hand upon my Heart, 
&, U N and feel how ſenſibly it Sade you. __ 
ai | Char. Fooliſh ! 
* | Sophronia enters, * 5 ng for ber Handkerchief, and 
; rves them. 
+ the Yu Monſtrous actually embracing him! What have 
auen | — made her blind too? Sure ſhe might 
e Br} Char. Be but rul'd, and I'll engage to manage it. 
Char Fran. 
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Fran. I have a lucky Thought, that certainly 
Char. Peace! break thee off! Lo! where it comes 


again. 5 4 
Fran, Speak to it, Horatio cet 
Char. Do you want any _— Siſter ? bobs 
Soph. Ay ! did not I drop an Handkerchief here? 


Char. I did not fee any — O! here — I believe 
this is it. [Gives It her, 
[They all Rand gravely mute for ſome time, at laf 
Charlotte, as uneaſy at her Company, /deak.) 

Char. Do you want any thing elſe, Siſter ? 

Soph. [Turning ſhort upon ber.] — Yes, Madam 
Patience to ſupport me under your injuriom 
"> T Siſter, leſt I ſhould ſuſpe 

Char. Keep your Temper, Siſter, le 
your Philoſophy to be only an Affectation of Knowledge 

. — _— oof 

Soph. re are ſome Surprizes, Madam, too 
for 1 the Guards of human Conſtancy. 8 

Char. Yet I have heard you ſay, Madam, tis a Nar- 
rowneſs of Mind to be furpriz'd at hny thing. 

Soph. To be amaz'd at the Actions of the Unjuſt, and 
the Abandon'd, is a Weakneſs that often ariſes from [n- 
nocence and Virtue: You muſt therefore pardon me, if 
I am aftoniſh'd at your Behaviour. 

Fran. So! I ſuppoſe I ſhall have my ſtare preſently. 

4 


Char. My Behaviour, Madam, is net to be aipen'l 
Outrage; and if I am not aftoniſh'd at yours, üb 


becauſe the Folly of it ought to move no Pailion but | 


Laughter. 
Soph. This tome! to me! Mrs. CZarlotte? 
Char. Ay, ay! to you, Mrs. Sophronia. 


Fran. I beg your Pardon, Ladies, I fee you have p. 


vate Buſineſs. [ Going: 

Soph. No, Sir, — held 1 — you Are at lealt 
ow. 1 if not the Principal in the Injury I com 
plain of. 

Fran. You do me a great deal of Honour, Madam, it 
ſuppoling any thing in my Power could difturb you; 
but pray, Madam, wherein have I been fo unhappy #8 t0 
injure you? Sach, 


* 
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Soph. In the tendereſt Part; my Fame, my Senſe, 
Merit, and (as the World eſteems it) in my Sex's 


For. Accumulated Wrongs indeed! But really, NI. 
am, | am yet in the dark ; I muſt beg you to explain 
1 linde farther. ü 

Soph. Then plainy thus, Sir: You have robb'd me 
of my Right; the Vows of Love you once preferr'd 
5 me, are by the Laws of Honour, without my Con- 
ent, irrevocable : but, like a vile 1 you hive 
ſince preſum d to throw your ſcornſul Malice on my At- 
mftions, by baſely kneeling to another. 

Char. O] the painful Conflicts of Prudery. [ 7/de. 

Fran. This is hard indeed, Madam, that the Loſs 
of what you never thought worth your Acceptance, 
dould be worth your Refentment : If a Beggar ſhould 
uk you Charity, would you call it an Injury. if, up- 
an refuſing it, the Wretch ſhould beg of the next Paſ- 

? 


har. Well! is not that prettily ſaid now, Sitter ? 

Soph. The Caſe is different You owe me 
Tribute as your rightful Conqueror; and tho' I have 
declin'd the taſtelets Triumph of your Homage, that's 
wRemittance of the Duty: Nor can you pay it to 
the Uſurper of my Right, without rebellious Perjurs to 
me. 


Fran. Hoyty ! toyty ! I-gad there will be no end 
of this 1 muſt e'en talk downright to her. 


[ Afede. 


Soph. Oblations vow'd to a peculiar Power, are ts 


ity tar Altars only due; and tho' the Offering 

gr de ill-receiv'd, yet ſhould the murmuring Suppli- 
mt dare to invoke another's Aid, his Vows are then be- 
tome profane and impious to the Deity. 

Char. So! ſince he would not make her a Goddeſs, 
Hind ſhe's reſolv'd to make ore of herſelf. { 4/de. 
| Fran. Now really, Madam, if I were to put all this 
ato plain Egliſb, the Tranſlation would amount to no 
tare than this, That your offended Deity is a mere 
ma Manger: What 1 Duce, becauſe you don't 


love 
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love Oats, muſt nobody elſe eat them! Ha! ha! 

Char. Ha ! ha! ha! 

Soph. Amazement! Horror! I am ſhock'd and ſhiver'd 
to athouſand Atoms! Ol my violated Ears! 

Fran. Ay, ay! Madam, you may give yourſelf a 
many Romantick Airs as you pleaſe ; but, in ſhen,, I 
can play the civil Hypocrite no longer. 

Soph. Ye Powers! he triuraphs in Brutality ' 

Fran. | hat is, Madam, becauſe you will always tale 
Civility for Adoration. But however to clear up this 
whole. Matter; if, for once, you can reduce yourſelf 
from a Deity to what Nature has made you, a Woman 
of Senſe, I'll beg pardon for my Brutality, and ſpeak 
to you like a Gentleman. 

Soph. You may ſuppoſe me then to have the Senſe 
you ſpeak of. 

Fran. Why then I own, Madam, when firit I came 
from Travel, my Father, on whom I then de 
pended, recommended me to an Alliance in this Fa 
mily: I thought my ſelf honour'd in his Commands; 
and being equally a Stranger to you and your Si. 
ſter, I judg'd, as being the elder, you had a natural 
Right to the Preference of my Addreſſes: I ſaw yay, 
ſaw your Perſon lovely, adorn'd with all thoſe Charms 
that uſually inſpire the Lover's Tongue to bend the Ear 
of Beauty 

Char. How ſhe drops her Eyes at it Aid. 

Fran. But on a nearer Converſe, I found you ſcarce 
a Mortal in your Sentiments; ſo utter a Diſdain of 
Love, had you imbib'd from your Romantick Edua- 
tion: no wonder I ſucceeded not; I ſhall not reproach 
you with my peculiar Treatment: you pleas'd your- 
ſelf, and I retreated. On this I thought my Heart at 
Itberty to try its better Fortune here. Here I am fw'd, 
and juſtify my Love; where then's the Injury to you, 
in laying at your Siſter's Feet a Heart, which your Dis- 
dain rejected? 

Soph. Tis true, while offer'd with impure Deſires; 
while ſenſually, and as a Woman only, you purſu'd me: 
But had you greatly ſought the Marriage of the ws 
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the ſocial Raptures of the Soul; 1 might perhaps have 
cheriſh'd an intellectual Union. | 

Fran. Ah! but dear, dear Madam, thoſe Raptures in 
the Air would not do my Bulineſs; | want an tier to 


my Family, and in plain 2 my Cale requires one 


that will give a little bodily Help to it. 

Soph. Nay then again, I mult diiclaim you; a Heart 
ſo tainted would but ſully the Receiver: The Shrin.'s 
dihonou'd by a polluted Sacrifice. 

Char. So! ſhe's at her old Flights again. # Jiide. 
Soph. Thus then I fly for ever from your Hop 


Thus Daphne triumph'd eser Apoilo's June, 
And to hir Heaw'n prefer d a Virgin's Name : 
The vangurſp'd God purſu'd, but to deſporr, 
While deathleſs Laurels cronen d the fliing Fair. 

[ Ex:: 
Fran. So! there's one Plague over; I have diſcharg'd 
my Conſcience upon her at leaft. 
Char. Ha! ha! what a pretty way though. my good 
der has of turning a Slight into a Triumph? But te 
has a great Heart. 
"Fran. O! "twould be hard to deny ber that Satisfac- 
tion; beſide, the greateſt Heart in the World did juſt 
the fame : We have known the late Grand Mlouarch 


ole many a Battle; but it was bloody hard to beat him 
tut of a Te Dam. 


Char. Well, but now, how ſhall we manage my 
Faber? 


Fran, Here he comes. 


Enter Sir Gilbert, 
dir Cilb. So, Mr. Frank; !*you fee l give you fair Pla, 


ud troth! I have a great Reſpect for you — But — 


i— a Bargain's a Bargain; if another Man has really 

pad for my Conſent, you muſt not take it ill, if | don't 

eue him. 

Tran. I can't pretend to ask it, Sir; I think it Fa- 
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vour enough, if you don't oblige your Da ughter to 16 
fuſe me. 

Sir Gib. Not I, not I, Man; that's out of the Que. 
tion : She may pleaſe herſelf, and if Witling ſhould 
not pleaſe her; troth! I can't ſay it would not pleaſe me 
too: In ſhort, if you twe have Wit enough to make 
up the Difference, and bring me of ——— h 
there's no more to be ſaidã If not Ac 
counts muſt be made up I have taken the 
Premium, and mutt ſtand to my Contract: For let me 
tell you, Sir, we Citizens are as tender of our Credit 
in Change- Alley, as you fine Gentlemen are of your 
Honour at Couit. 

Fran. Sir, depend upon it, your Credit ſhall uot ſuf 
fer by me, whatever it may dy your Compariſon. 

Sir Gilb. Why, what ails the Compariſon ? Sir, I think 
the Credit of the City my be compared to that of any 
Body of Men in Exrope. 

Fran. Yes, Sir; but you miſtake me: I queſhon if 
any Bodies may be compared to that of the Cuy. 

Sir Gib. O] your humble Servant, Sir; I did n 
take you Ay, ay, you're right ! you're right! 
Ay, ay. ay, live and learn, Mr. Fraz4h: You'll 
is not your Court, but City- Politicians muſt de the 
Nation's Buſineſs at laſt. Why, what did your Com 
tiers do all the two laſt Reigns, but borrow 
make to War, and make War to make Peace, and make 
Peace to make War? And then to be Bullies in one, 
and Bubbles in rother? A very p Account truly; 
but we have made Money, Man: Money ! Maney! 
there's the Health and Life Blood of a Government: 
And therefore I inſiſt upon't, that we are the wiſel 
Citizens in Europe; For we have coin'd more Caſh 
in an Hour, than the Tower of London in tweaty 
Years 

Fran. Nay, you govern the World now, it's plain, 
Sir; and truly that makes us hope it's upon the mend 
ing hand: For ſince our Men of Quality are got ſo thick 
into Change Alley, who knows but in time a great Mani 

Word may go as far as a Tradeiman's ? 
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Sir Cid. Ah! a Wag! a Wag! In troth, Mr. Fran, 
the more I know you, the more I like you: I fee you 
know the World, you judge of Men by their intrin- 

t! you're right ! Titles are 
empty things: A wiſe Man will always be a wiſe Man, 
whether he has any Title or no. 

Fran. Ay, ay, Sir, and when a Fool gets one, he's 
mly known to be a greater Fool. 

Sir Gi/b. You're right again: beſides, Sir, ſhall any 
Man value himſelf upon a thing, that another may buy 
for his Money as well as he? Ridiculous a very 

Buſineſs truly, to give ten or twenty thouſand 
ound, only to be called out of one's Name: Ha" 
ha! ha | 

Fran. Nay, Sir, and perhaps too, loſe the Privilege 
eo a prix ate Subject, that of being believ'd upon your 
Honour, or trutted upon your Word. 

Sir Gilb. Honour's a Joke! Is not every honeſt Man 
1 Man of Honour? 

Fran. Ay, but the beſt Joke is, that every Man of 
Honour is not an honeſt Man, Sir. 
dir Gib. Odsbodlikins, Mr. Frank, you are an in- 
penious Gentleman, and I muſt have you into my Fa- 


mily, though it coit me twenty thouſand Pound to keep- 
that pragmatical Fellow out on'r. | 


Foa. If I have any pretence to your Favour, Sir, I 


will take care your Family ſhall not ſuffer by my com 
mp into it; for if the worſt muſt thappen, tis but wait- 
ing til the other half Year of Mitling's Contract is ex- 
pird. 1 dare anſwer your Daughter won't run away 
with him in the mean time. 

Sir Gilb. Ay, but there's the Queſtion: Is the Girl 
launch? Are you ſure now, that, like a young Hound, 
he may not gallop away with the raak Scent of a Cox- 
umd, and ſo ſpoil your Sport? 

Fran. I dare ſay ſhe'll take this Fear for a Favour — 
beſt examine her your ſelf, Sir. 

Sir Gib. Come hither, Charlotte. 

Cher. Your Pleaſure, Sir? 


vir Gib. Are you ſure you are as wiſe as other fine- 
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Ladies of your Age, that know more of Mankind than 
their Fathers, and conſequently have a natural Averſion 
to all Husbands of their chuſing? In ſhort have yen 
learnt enough of the World, to be heartily diſobedient 
upon Occaſion ? 


Char. When you pleaſe to give me the Occaſion, Sir, 


I will try what J can do. 

Sir Gi/b. Humh ! ſhe promiles fair. [To Frankly afide ] 
The Girl has Wit But now, Child, the Queſtion 
is, whether you have common Senſe or no (for 
don't always go together) are you ſmoky ? Have you 
all your Eye-teeth yet? Are you peery, as the Cant is? 
In ſhort, do you know what | would be at now? 

Char. Will you give me leave to gueſs, Sir ? 

Sir Gib. Out with it. 

Char. Why then (I hope at leaſt, Sir) you have 3 
wind to make Writ/ing believe, you are doing all in 
your power to bring his Bargain to bear; and at the 
tame time wiſh | would do all in my power to bring it 
to nothing. 

Sir G1 [Aide ] It will do! it will do! Mr. Franth, 
tell her ſhe's right; you know it is net honeſt for me to 
fay fo: a hum! 


Char. In ſhort, Sir, if you'll leave the matter to my 


Ditcretion, Lil engage to bring you off. 

Sir Gilb. Bring me off, Huſiy ! why; have you the 
Confidence to ſuppoſe I won't do the fair thing by the 
Gentleman ? 

Char. I have not the Confidence to ſuppoſe you would 
do a hard thing by this Gentleman, indeed Papa! 

[Takes Frankly's Hand. 

Sir Gilb. D'ye hear! d've hear! what a ſenſible Aſſu- 
rance the Slut has? Ah! it's a wheedling Toad ! Au 
Adod! I'll have a little more of her But do you 
know, Lady, that Mr. :t/:ug has demanded my Cons 
ſent, and that it would coſt me above twenty 
Pounds to refuſe it ? 

Char. Yes, Sir, Ido know it; and if I were to give him 
my Conſent, I know that I ſhould have much thewarſt 
Bargain of the two. * 
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Sr GiB. Your Conſent! Why ſure, Madam, when [I 
fiy, do ſo, do you pretend to have a Will of your 
? 


| Char: Umh ! a leetle! a ſmall Pulſe, you know, * 

[ Fawning on Sir Gilb. 

dir Gi/b. Ah! the coaxing Giply ! why you Confident, 
thominable — Odſheart! I could kiſs her 

Fran. Faith ! do, Sir, that's no Breach of your Con- 


Sir Gi/h. No! no! that's not fair neither, I am to be 
with her beſides I don't keep my word, if 

[ don't ſpeak a good one for him. 

Char. That's not in your Power, Sir; 'tis impoſſible 
| anybody can give him a good word, at leaſt to me. 
ir Gi/h. How! how! will not a handſome young Fel- 
| ow, with an hundred thouſand Pound in his Pocket, go 
en with you? Will not a full Plumb melt in your 
| Mouth, Miftreſs Daint; ? 

Char. Thank you, Sir; but I don't love Traſh ! 

Sir Gil6, Traſh! Mr. Witling Trath ! 

Char. A Coxcomb. 

Sir Gilb. I fay he is 

Char. My Averſion. | 

Sir G:/5. Bear witneſs. Mr. Frantly, the »eſu es 
him; you {ee all I fay ſignifies nothing: But I jay a- 
gain and again, that I am reſelv'd, Madam, you ſhafl 
marry him, and that Articles ſhall be drawn this very 


Char. But do you think you can't perſuade him to 
10 little, Sir ? 

Gilb. Stay! yes; yes; a reaſonable time, that is. 
+ You'll think it a reaſonable one, I am ſure, 


Sir Gib. Well! well! how long? 

Char. Only till I have done hating him, that's all. 

Sir Gilb. Pſhah ! fiddle faddle! marry him firſt, and 
jou will have time enough to hate him afterwards. 

Cher. Well, Sir, then I have but one Favour to beg 

YOu — 

dr Gib. Come, what is't ? what is'c? 
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Char. Only, Sir, that in the Draught of the Articles 

will be pleas'd to leave a Blank tor the Gentleman) 

ame; and if I don't fill it up to your Mind, ſay I know 
nothing of my own. 

' Sir Cb. Fiel fe ! you wicked thing you — M, 
Frankly, it will do! it will do! the Girl has all ber 
Goings ! keep her right, keep her right, and tight; and 
I'll warrant thee all fafe, Boy. 

Fran. Never fear, Sir now there's but one Diffi 
behind ; were it but poſſible to make my Lady our 
Friend in this matter * 

Sir G:/b. Pſhaw ! waw! never mind her; Am not [ 
Matter of my own Family? Does not ſhe know that my 
Wili's a Law? and # I once ſay the word 

Fran. That's true, Sir; but, you know, one wauld not 
make her a needleſs Enemy: She'll think herſelf af 
fronted, take it as an Inſult to her Underſtanding, nat 
to be let into the Secret at ail. 

Char. Indeed, Sir, Lam afraid we ſhall have a foul 
Hcuſe, if ſhe is not conſulted in this Buſineſs. 

Sir Gi/b. Nay, nay, with all my Heart, but the fooliſh 
Weman always loves to diipute about nothing, and ſucha 
Spirit of ContradiQtion runs away with her, I had as lief 
fit in the Stocks, as talk to her : however, for your pri- 
vate Satisfaction 
Fran. Indeed, Sir, | think it will be better ſo. 

Sir Gilb. Well! well ! then I'll tell her my Reſolution 
. inſtantly. 

| Char. Ah!] poor Papa l what a wicked Diſtreſs have we 

brouglt kim to? Now will he rather run upon the Mouth 

of a Cannon, than let us ſee he is afraid of Gunpow 
der. 
Fran. How my Lady will bounce when he — 
Sir Gilb. O! here's my Lady, I'll ſpeak to her now. 
Fran. If you pleaſe, we'll retire, that you may han 
no Interruption. 
Sir Gi/b. Do ſo, you're right, you're right. 
[Ex. Fran. and Chat. 
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| Wrangle, driving a Maid Servant in 
* 5 before her. 


L. V. Out of my Doors, you Dunce ! you illiterate 
Monfter ! What ! could not you read ? could not you 
? where were your Eyes, you brainleſs Idiot? 

Sir Gilb. Hey-day ! hey day ! what's the matter now ? 

L. V. Go! you Eleyenth Plague of Egype. 

Maid. Indeed, Madam, I did not know it was of any 
oe, it was ſo blotted and blurred, I took it for waſte 


1 Blurred ! you Driveler ! was ever any Piece per- 
ſect, that had not Corrections, Raſures, Interlineations, 
ad Improvements ? Does not the very Original ſhew, that 
_ the Mind is warmeſt, it's never fatisfied with its 


Incipit, & dubitat ; ſeribit, damnatque tabellas, 
Et notat, & delet ; mutat, culpatque probatque. 


Sir Gi: O Lord ! now the Learned Fit's upon her, the 
Devil won't be able to deal with her. [Afide. 
L. Vr. What have you done with it, you Dolthead? 
where is it & fetch it, let me ſee it, I far. 
» _ Pray, my Lady Wrangle, u hat is all this Rout. 
L. Vr. O! nothing to be ſure ! I am alw ys unreaſo- 


| wble. 


vir G7. Why look you now, did I fay : ny. ſuch thing? 
L. Vr. I don't care if you did. 
| Sir Gill, It's yery hard a Man may not ask a civil Que 
nen 
. Wr. Ay. e with her, ;. do, do,. 
whold her in her Impudence. | _ _ 
vir Gilb, Why, my Lady, did I ſay a word to her? 
L Wr. Pray, Mr. Wrangle, give me leave to govern 
my own Servants Don't you know, when I am out 
of Temper, I won't be talk'd to ?—— Have not I Plague 
mouph here, do you think? 
C 5. Sia 
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Sir Gilb. Why, ay, that's true tos why, You 
confident Jade ! how dare you put my Lady into ſuch 3 
violent Paſſion? | 

Maid. Indeed, Sir, I don't know, not I. [  himpering 

L. Vr. Pray Mr. Wrang/e, meddle with your own 
BI els the Fault's to me, and, ſure, I am eld 
e ougk to correct her my ſelf. 

Sir Gilb. Why, what a dickens, may'at I be of your 
20 neither ? Sheart! I can't be in the wrong on both 

des. 
1 Mr. I don't know any Buſineſs you have on eithe 
Sir Gil/b. Nay, if a Man muſt not ſpeak at all, it's ano 
ther Caſe. | 

L. Vr. Lord! you are ſtrangely teizing well, come 
ſpeak, what! what ! what 1s't you would ſay now? 

Sir Gi/b, Nay, nothing, not I ; I only ask what's the 
Matter ? 

L. Vr. I can't tell you, the Provecation's too great far 
words. 

Sir Gi/b, Well! well! well! 

L. Mi. What here ſtill? Am I to have no account ef 
it then? What have you done with it, you Monſter ? 

Alaid. Madam, the Cook took it out of my Hand, a 
T. was coming down Stairs with it ; he ſaid he wanted 


it. 

L. Vr. The Cook ! run! fly, and bid the Villain fend 
it me this moment. [Exit Maid. 

Sir. Gill Why, what-the dickins ! the ſenſeleſs 
has not given him a Flangers Lac'd-Head to boil his 
e in, has ſhe? 
Vr. Pſhah ? do you ever fee me concern'd for ſuch 
'Frifles ? 

Sir G13. Or has ſhelet the Raſcal finge his Fowls with 
a Bank Bill? | 

L. Wy. If ſhe bad, do you think I would give my ſel 
ſuch Pain about that either? 

Sir Gilb. Hah ! this muſt be ſome abominable thing 
mdeed then. 

L. Wr. Ihe Loſs, for ought I know, may be irrepanli. 
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Sr C Oh! then ſhe has loſt your Diamond Neck- 
I fo a 
1 . Pray don't plague me, tis impoſſible to expreſs 
the Wickednets of it. 

Sr Gi/6. What! the Devil! the Cook has not got the 
art with Child, has he? 

L. V. Worſe ! worſe a thouſand times 

Sir Gib. Worſe | what than playing the Whore, or 
Thief ? Then the Jade has certainly committed Murder. 

L. Vr. The moit barbarous that ever was — 

Sir Cilb. Hoh! then ſhe has broke Pug's Neck, to be 

[Hide 

L. Vr. The Changeling Innocent has given that ſa- 

Beaſt, the Cook, my whole new Tranſlation of the 
ron of By61:s, for waite Paper, to be torn or tortur d 
0 a thouſand ſordid Uſes. 

Sir Gilb. Nay then 

L. Vr. And I have not another Copy in the World, 
if it were to ſave Mankind from Extirpation. 

Sir G:/6, Pm glad on't with all my Heart; now could 
Thugh (if I durſt) moſt immoderately. [ Aide. 

L. Wr. Now, Miſtreſs ! have you brought it? 

[ Re-enter Maid. 

Maid. Madam, the Cook fays, he has skewer'd it on 
to the Roalt-Beef, and he can't take it of —he won't 
burn his Meat for no body, not he, he ſays. 

L. Wr. Here! call the Footman : He won't! bd 
82 the Raſcal hither by the Ears, or I'll have 
them naile1 down to the Dreſſer for his Impudence —— 
II urn the Villain out of my Houſe this moment. 

: [Exit Maid. 

Sir Gi/b. Come, come, my Lady, don't be in a Hear 
about a Trifle; I am glad to find it's no worte. . 

L. Wr. Worſe ! had he robb'd the Hou'e, and after 
i'd it, I could ſooner have forgiven him. | 

Sir Gil. Hah ! thank you for that, Madam, but [ 

not. 
L. Wr. You ! you ſhould not! What would be your 
jury compar'd to mine? What I'm concern'd for, the 
whole 8 World, even to Puſtericy, may feel va 
or, dir 
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Sir Gi/b. Well! well! have a Patience ; may be 
my Lady Wrogh, 1 And now you talk of Poſterity 


my Lady Wra I have ſome Thoughts of marryi 
my Daughter Charlotte; as for Sophronia, you — 
* ＋ 1 know, 1 * - 2 2 np ſhan't 
marry ; ſhe is a a ing, iſoblig d 
me, and therefore I' puniſh her my think fie— 1 
you won't name her to me, you ſee I have other thingy 
in 8 Head : all greas'd, and burnt to Aſhes, I ſup 
oſe. 
1 I had better talk to her another time, I be 
e. 


Enter ſeveral Servants with the Cook. 


L. N. O] are you come at laſt, Sir? Pray, how durff 
you ſend me ſuch an impudent Anſwer ? 


Cook. I did not ſend an impudent Anſwer, Madam; I 


only ſaid the Meat would be ſpoil'd : But here ſhe comes, 
and makes a Noiſe, and a Rout, and a Clatter about no- 
thing at all and ſo every impertinent Jade here takes 
upon her —— Oons ' a Man can't do his Buſineſs in 
quiet for them. 

L Vr. Hold your nonſenſical Tongue, Sir, and give me 
the Paper I ſent for. 

Ceak. Paper! This is what ſhe gave me. 

[ Holds it on a Skexwer, all greafj. 

L. . O my Heavens ! What a Speftacle ! not one 
Line legible, though an Empire were to purchaſe it. 
J. ook! look ! look ! you Moniter. [ Holding him. 

Sir Gab. So! here will be rare Doings. 

Ce. Ocons! what a Life's here about a Piece of foul 
Paper ? 

L. Wr. A Life, you Villain ! your whole Life can't 
make me amends for what you have done II have 
you beat out of this Houſe, till every Bone in your Body' 
broke for this, Sirrah. 

Cook. Beat, Madam ! Blood! I won't be beat I did 
not come here for that L'll be out of your Houſepre- 
fently — I'll ſee who will break my Bones then — un 
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there's one of Napkins, Madam : as for your Sheet 
2 , there's 2 Half penny for't ; and now take your 
I know how to get my W I'll warranc 
you-—— There's Law for Servants as as other Peo- 
ple. ; [Exit Cook. 
vir Gi/b. Go ! go ! mind your Buſineſs, you filly Tom 


Lal. 
Lr. Ay! this is always the Effect of your Indul- 
no wonder I have no power over them: if you 
the leaſt Grain of Spirit, you would have broke the 
Raſcal's Head for me. 

Sir Gilb. Pſhah ! there's no occaſion for it let's ſee 
let's fee ! — [Takes up the Paper.) Come, come, this 
matter may be made up without Bleodſhed ſtill ay. 
here! umh ! umh! —— bv the way I believe this Beef's 
emough, it ſmells bravely of the Gravy. 

L. Vr. What l then I am your Jeſt, it ſeems. 

Sir Gilß. Pooh] prithee be quiet, I tell you, I am ſe- 
=>! iv pls to be read ftilL [ Reads. 


All a poor Maid could ds ( the Gods, Pm ſure, 
Can tell) Tue fuffer d to compleat my Cure Cure! 


Hah, Soul got the foul Diſeaſe, I ſuppoſe. 

L. Wr. Your — Comment, Mr. Wrang/e, is more 
provoking than the Inſolence of your Servants : But I 
maſt tell you, Sir, I will never eat or fleep in your 
Houſe more, if that Rafeal is not turn'd out of it this mo- 
ment 
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Maid. I hope your Ladyſhip is not in earneſt, Madam, 

L. Vr. What do you prate, Mrs. Minx ? 

Maid. Indeed, Madam, if John's to be turn'd away, 
| ſhan't flay in the Family: tor tho he is ſometimes a 
little haſty to a body, yet I have reaſon to know he is an 
toneſt hearted Man in the main; and I have too much 
kindneſs for him to ſtay in any Service, where he is to be 


abuſed. | 
L. What you are in love wich him, Mrs. Tro/lop, 
ve you ? * [Cuffs her, 


Maid. 
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Maid. Ods my life ! Madam, I won't be ſtruck by no- 

and if I do love him, what's chat to any body 

and I don't know why poor Folks mayw't be in love as 
well as their Betters. 

Sir Gill. Come come! hold your Tongue, Huſfly, 

Maid. Sir, I can't hold my Tongue ; though I can't 
ſay but your Worſhip's a very kind Maſter : But as for 
my Lady the Devil would not live with her; and ſo, Ms 
dam, I defire you will provide yourſelf. 1 Flings off. 

Sir G:/3. Odzines, Madam, at this rate I ſhall have 
neither Dinner to eat, nor Bed to lie on: What Servants 
will bear this Life, do yew think ? You have no more 
"Temper than a Why how ſhould a ſilly Weadh 
know what your impertinent Poetry was good for ? 

L. Wy. Impertinent ! I'd have you know, Mr. Ig 
rant, there's not a Line in the whole, that has not the 
true Attic# Salt in it. 

Sir Gi. Well! and now there's Brg/ih Salt in it; 
and, I think, the Reliſh of one's as good as other. 

L. Hr. Mr. Wrangle, if you have no Senſe of the 
Soul's Diviner Faculties, know I have, and can reſent 
theſe vulgar Infults. You ſhall find, Sir, that a ſuperior 
Underſtanding has a proportion d Spirit to ſupport its 
Dignity. Let me have inftant Reparation, or, by my 
injur'd Genius, I'll fet your Houſe and Family in a 
Blaze. [Ex. L. Wr. 

Sir Gi/6. Why, then, blaze and burn by yourſelf; 
for I'll go out of the Houfe. [ Going off be is met by 


Frankly and Charlotte. 
Fran. Have you ſeen my Lady, Sir? 


Sir Gilb, Yes, yes, I have feen her but. 
I don't know ſhe — fle 


Fran. Don't come into it, I ſuppoſe. 
Sir Gi/b. Umh ! no, not readity — in fort, the Houſe 
is all untiled 
Char. Lord, Sir! what filthy thing's this? fSecing the 
: P. 


Sir Gilb, Ay, there's the Buſineſs— a Brat of my 


Lady's Brain, that has get a Miſchance; that's all. 1 
Jan. 
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Fran. Some roaſted Poetry, I preſume. 

Sir Gilb. Ay, ay; the, the, the Paſſion of Bibble Babble ; 
1 don't know what ſhe calls it; But ſhe has been in ſuch 
2 Fume here, that half the Servants are going to leave 
the Houſe about it — Charlotte. io can wheedle upon 


Occaſion, prithee ſtep into the H 
make up this matter among them. 
Char. I'll do my beſt, Sir. [Exit Char, 
Fran. Poor y! ſhe isa little apt to be over-con- 
cetn'd for her Poetry. 

Sir Gig. Concern'd ! Odsblews ! if a Line on't hap- 
to be miflaid, ſhe's as mad as a blind Mare that has 
her Foal; ſhe'll run her Head againſt a Stone-wall 

to recover it: All the uſe I find of her Learning is, that 

it furniſhes her with more words to ſcold with. 


I, and fee if you can 


Enter a Servant. 


Serv. Sir, Mr. Granger's come, and Mr. Witling. 

Sir GiB. O! that's well! come, Mr. Frankh, lers all 
* the Dining Room together; may-hap, ſhe may 

aſham'd to be in a Paſſion before Company. 

Fran. At leaſt we may keep her within Bounds, Sir. 

Sir Gilb. You're right! you're right! Ah! its a very 
had Cafe ! there's no Condition of Liſe without Plague 
and Trouble Why, moſt People think now I have 
Fortune enough to make ten Men of Quality happy 


And yet you ſee how oddly Things are carried ; 
"Tis true, I'm worth a Million, but—Fm married. 
(Ex. 
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Granger and Frank ly. 


N one word, Granger, thou art a 
BL dangerous Fellow : Fd war believe 
SIE poſhble thy blunt Humour could have 
concealed ſo exquiſite a Flatterer: 
thou art more in my Lady's Favour in 
half an Hour, than all my Art could make 
me in half a Year. 

Gran. Have I not always told you, Frankly, that one 
civil thing from a downright Dealer, goes farther than 
a thouſand from a Man of general Complaiſance? How 
do you think I firſt you Credit with Sophronia? nat 
(as you expected to do it). by an implicit Admiration'; 
but the contrary, inſolently laughing at her pretending 
to Principles, which I would not allow her capable to 
comprehend or practiſe. Now this naturally FI 
her into an Impatience to mend my Opinion of her ; 
ſo the more difficult I ſeem'd to be convinc'd of her 
Looney the more eaſy I made it to mend her Opinion 

me. 

Fran. And if thou haſt not done it effectually, 1 
know nothing of the Sex : Why, ſhe bluſh'd, Man, 
— a Damask Roſe, when you firſt came into the 

oom. 

Gran. Did net I tell you too, her Quarrel and Spleen 
to you would be of Service to me? 

Fran. O! palpably ! I was ready to burſt to ſee her 
—— and ſmile at me, upon your growing parti 
to her. 

Gran. And what pains ſhe took, to make you obſerve, 
that ſhe overlook'd you? ha! ha 


Fran 
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Fran. Ves, I did obſerve, indeed, that the whole Din- 


der-time ſhe was never two Minutes without ſtealing a 


Glance at you. 
Ger. © blefs me ! I can't bear the Infolence of my 


own Imagination! What a dear Confuſion will ſhe feel ? 
What a Vermilion on Shame will ſpread _— all that 
lovely Form if ever her Fleſh and Blood thould hap- 
pen to mutiny ? : 

Fran. Which, to tell you the Truth, I think it does 


already. 

Graz. But the Misfortune is, I have flatter'd my Lady 
into ſo a Humour, by engaging to make out a fair 
Copy of er baſted Verſes there, that I doubt, ſhe won't 
he able to leave me alone with Sophrontia. 

Fran. Never fear ; her Malice is too buſy, in ſetting 
Witlng againſt me, to interrupt you. 

" Gran. There indeed I have ſome hopes. 
Fran. I believe I ſhall be able to aſũſt them, and in 
part to return the Favour you have done me with Sir 


. Any thing in my power you may be ſure o · 


dat ſee, he's here 
Emer Sir Gilbert. 


Sir Gilb. O! your Servant, Gentlemen; I theugbt we 
had loft you. 
| Gran. Your Pardon, Sir, we had only a word or two 
in private. 
Fran. We were juſt coming in to the Company. | 
Sir Gilb. In troth, and I can tell you, the ſooner the 
better; for there's my Lady and Charlotte are going ta 


| Play all the Game upon us. 


ran. Never fear, Sir; as long as you have given me 
Leave to go Charlottes halves, ihe'll make the moſt of 
her Cards, I'll warrant you. 

Sir Gi/b. I don't know that, but I am ſure Witling 
yonder is making the moſt of his time: his Wit, or his 
* have got him into ſuch high Favour with my 

„that ſhe is railing at you like a Fury, and cry- 
ing 


— — — 


66 The RervsAL; or, 


ing him up for an Angel: In ſhort, Charlotte has dif. 
cover d all your Affair with her, and has 1 tald 
him you are his Rival. But it ſeems, Sir, your Preten. 
ſions are fo ridiculous, that they are all three cracking 
their Sides in a full Chorus of ing at you. 

Frex. Sir, I am oblig'd to you for your Concern; bu 
in all this, Charlotte is acting no wrong part, I can af 
{ure you. 

Sir Gi/h. No wrong part! Odſheart ! I tell you ſhe's 

vetting to him, with every wicked Limb about her— 
— is as full of her Airs there, a: a handſom Widow to 
a young Lord in the Lobby, when ſhe has a Suit depen- 
ding in the Houſe of Peers. 
* Now Better fill, the more likely to carry her Cauſe, 
Ir. 

Sir Gilb. Carry her Cauſe ! carry her Coxcomb, Sir; 
for, you'll ſee, that will be the end on't : ſhe'll be carry'd 
off herſelf, Sir. Why, Man, he is going to beleaguer 
her with a whole Army of Fiddlers — * ; there are 
fix Coach-loads of them now at the Dooy, all ftow'd fore 
and aſt, with nothing but Caſes of Inſtruments : Sucha 
Concourſe of Cat guts, you'd ſwear one of their ſquab 
ing Eunuchs were roaſting alive here. 

Fran. Believe me, Sir, there is no Terror in all thy 
Preparation; for ſince you are pleaſed to think Mr. Gras- 
ger's Security and mine ſufficient againſt any * 
you can ſuffer from your Contract with Witling, 
you but ſtand it out ſtoutly with my Lady, and TI en- 
page to diſmount his Muſical Battery with a Child: 

hiltle. 

Sir Gilb. My Lady! Pſhah ! waw ! What doſt talk of F 
her, Man? Why I tell you, T'Il put her into a Mouſe - 
2 provided you engage to bring me off with Wit | 
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ng. | 
Gran. Your Security ſhall be ſign'd the minute it a 
be drawn, Sir. | 

Sir Gilb. That's enough; I have erder'd my Lawyer 
to ſend his Clerk with it, before he brings the Deed af 
Conſent that Iam to fign to Witling : But give me | 
to tell you again, Gentlemen, I really don't underſtand +» ng 
the Girl's way of proceeding all this while. Fran. 
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Fran. Why, Sir —— don't you know that Witling is 
the raineſt Rogue upon Earth ? 

Sir Gi4b. I grant it. | 

Fran. And conſequently, that the Pride of outwitting 
yow in your Daughter, gives him more Pleaſure than 
ether her Perfon or her Portion? 

Sir Gi/b. Not unlikely. 

Fran. And can you think, that from the ſame natural 
lalence; he would not rather ſeem to owe his Triumph 
wer a Rival too, rather to his own Merit, than any Acci- 
dent of Fortune? 

vir Gilb. I grant you that too. 

Fran. Why then, Sir, if Charlotte were to deſpiſe 
lim, we are ſure he would then inſiſt upon his 
Kargain ; but while ſhe flatters him, and you and I on- 
laugh at him, he may be vain' enough to truſt his 
Triumph to her Choice and Inclinatien only. 

Su Gibb. O! now I begin to take you: So that, if he 
rightly handled among us, you propoſe that Charlotte 
vill be able to coquette him out of his Contra ct. | 

Fran. Nay, it's her own Project, Sir; and I can't re- 
ily think we have an ill Chance for it at worſt :: But we 
muſt leave it all to her now. Tn Love-Aſtairs, you 
know, dir, Women have generally wiſer Heads than 
ve. | 

Sir Gitb. Troth ! I don't wholly diſlike it; and if I 

don't handle him roundly on my part | 

Gran, Huſh ! my Lady | 
| Fran, Anon [I'll tell you more, Sir. 


Enter Lady Wrangle and Sophronia. 


L... Well, Sophronia, ſince I ſee this giddy Girl is 
ther to be form'd by Precept or Example; it's at leaſt 
Fine Conſolation, to find her natural Inconſtancy ſo ef- 
ually mortifies that vile Apoſtate, Frankly. 

Soph. Yet I am amazid he ſhould not be more mov'd 
Ther Infidelity. 

L. . You know he's vain, and thinks his Merit 


) wy" ſep in full Security. But now! to rouze him 


from 
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from his Dream O! Mr. eqp ated 
lefr us; I am perfeRtly kill'd with Laughing! Theres 
. Witling has ſuch infinite Humour He has en. 
tertain'd us _ 22 * ies. 4 

Gran. Q ! Pray, m, let us go in an 

L. V, By as oa, he's 3 with == 
treſs, and — be barbarous to interrupt them. 

Gren. His Miſtreſs, Madam 

L. Vr. Ay ! with Charlotte; and, you know, Lovers 
ſo near their Happineſs are apt to like no Compary 
well as their own. 

Fran D'ye hear, Sir? [To Sir Gilb. a 

Sir Gi/b. I told you how it was. {To Fran. apart 

L. V. Beſide, he is to give us a lutle Mulick ; and 
J think this Room will be more convenient 

Gran. He is a fortunate Man indeed, Madam; whe 
fo well with the young Lady already. 

L. Wr. There's no accounting for that idle Paſionin 
ancultivated Minds: I am not ſurpris d at her Forward 
neſs, conſidering the vulgar Education Mr. ramp la 
given her. 

Sir Gi/b. Odſheart, Madam ! don't diſparage my Gif 
She has had a more uſeful Education than your Lady- 


ſhi 

I. Vr. O!] ne doubt ! ſhe has ſhewn moſt hopeful .. 
ſects on't, indeed! by hanging upon every young fe 
low's Neck, that does but ask her the Queſtion. wu 

Fran. Whatever Faults Charlotte may have, Madam, 
I never knew her take pleaſure in expoſing thoſe of 6 
ther People. 

L. Vr. Ol cry you mercy, Sir; you have great e 
ſon to defend her, I don't queſtion : She is a Saint it 


your Eye, to be ſure. 

Fran. Were ſhe weak enough to imagine a wy 
Learning could make her one, 'tis poſſible, h 
then, like other People's, might have been more — 
cuous. 

L. Vr. What do you mean, Sir ? 

Fran. I mean, Madam, that as ſhe does not read . 
fHetle, Plato, Plutarch, or Seneca, ſhe is neither na” | 
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ick or vain of her Pedantry ; and as her Learning ne- 


4 ur went higher than Bickerftaff s Tatlers, her Manners 
\ | are cond uently natural, modeſt, and agreeable. 

Sir Gil Ah! well ſaid, Frank. [ Afede. 
* L. V. Since I am told you were once in love with 
© | her, I ſhall ſay no more, but leave her own immediate 


Behaviour to confirm your good Opinion of her Vir- 
wes. Ha ! ha 

Ty Gran. While the Lovers of = a Madam, have 
@ | @deprav'd a Taſte, we muſt not if our modern 
», | ine Ladies are apt to run into Coquetry : They are now 
„ | forced to it in their own Defence ; if they don't make 
+ | Advances, they ſtand as lonely and uſeleſs as unte nanted 
nd 

be 


Houſes : ſo that Ceq it ſeems, is no more than ſet- 
their , that Lovers in Diftreſs 
paſi Here are Night: Lodgings to 


Ir. © ! they are moſl boſpitable Dames indeed: 
this, methinks, the more proper Appellation for 
Coquettes ſhould be that of Landladies. 
ot | CM Servant whiſpers L. Wr. 
in: 4 Il come, and give Orders my ſelf. [Exit, 
dy } _ Saps. I don't any one alive, that looks upon the 
I Degeneracy of Mankind with ſo diſcerning an Eye as Mr. 
Granger ; but I am afraid it will therefore draw him into 
Misfortune, of being as ociious to the Illiterate of his 
as I am to thoſe of mine. 
Gras. ; honed as juſt 1 pony Madam, for your 
a favourable Opinion of me, as it is for my per- 
Ty Gare of you, we ſhould each of us hank A 1 
1 Friends as any wiſe Man or Woman ought i 


ng a Bill 
. 


Fran Do you mind that, Sir ? Apa t. 
vir Gilb. A ly Rogue! He knows how to tickle her 
ip, I fee. [ Apart. 


"Sepb. And yet the rude World will ſay, perhaps, that 


dur mutual Enmity to them has reduc'd us to a Friend- 
ſhip for one another. 


% | Gran. That's a Reproach can never reach you, Ma- 
omar: | Gn ; fo much Beauty cannot but have its Choice of 
tick Friends 
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Friends and Admirers : a Form ſo bright and perfig 
like a Comet in the Hemiſphere, where er it comes, maj 
ſet Mankind a gazing. 

Soph. Fy ! Mr. Cranger 

Sir Gi4b. What a dickens ! will ſhe ſwallow that bla. 


zing Star now ? [ 4part, 
Fran. Ay, as he hath dreſs d it, and drink after it tos, 
Sir [ 4part, 


Soph. I mind not Multitudes. 

Gran. Pardon me, I know you have a Soul above them 
and I really think it the Misfortune of your Perſon, © 
have been ſo exquiſitely fair, that where your Virtue w 
preſerve, your Eyes deltroy ; they give involuntary Love: 
where'er you pals, in ſpite of all your Innocence, they 
wound Fuvenumque prodis Publica Cura. 

Soph. Alas! my Eyes are turn d _ my felf: andf 
little do I mind the Follies of other People, thar I fome 
2 in the midſt of a Publick Ci. 
WW... - I cannot — jo 2 ſince ou 

ſtemblies are generallx made up of illiterate Beings, 
that when they — themſelves in the worl 
Company; and ſo are reduc'd to came abroad, tho mere 
ly . W — hate one another. e 

a Charms taen can you 

have for a World, that. has fo few for _ Beſide, at 
moſt, the Men of modern Gallantry gaze upon a Wo. 
man of real Virtue, only as Atheiſts look into a five 
Church; from Curioſity, not Devotion: They may ad- 
mire its Ornaments and Architecture, but have neither 
Grace nor Faith for farther Adoration. 

Gran. All Men are not Infidels ; of me, at leaſt, you 
have a Convert: And tho' the ſenſual Practice of the 
World had made me long deſpair of ſuch Perfection ina 
mortal Mould ; yet, when the Rays of Truth Celeſtul 
broke in upon my Senſe, my conſcious Heart at once 
confeſs'd the Deity : I proftrate fell a Proſelyte to Vu. 


tue; and now, its chaſte Deſires enlarge my Soul, and 


raiſe me to Seraphick [oy. 
Soph. Harmenious Sounds, Celeſtial Tran 24 
Ir Q 
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vir. Gilb. O dear ! © dear! was ever ſuch a wicked 
Thief ! -- pag he'll make her go to Prayers with 
him preſent — Aide. 

Soph. No 3 we are obſerv d: Theſe HS — 
Emanations of the Soul deſire not vulgar Ears: Some 
fiter time may offer —— till when 

Gran. Till then — be huſh'd our Joys. {[Gran. /eaves 

her, and joins the Men, while Soph. walks apart muſing | 

Soph. Our Joys indeed] fuch was, in Paradiſe, our firit 
Parents Joy, before they fell from Innocence to Shame. 

Fran. [To Gran] Why did you not goon with her? We 
thought you were in a fine way: Sir Gilbert and I were 
juſt going to ſteal off. 

Gran. Soft and fair, Sir: A Lady of her Delicacy muſt 
de carried, like a Laper new lighted, gently forward; 
ifyou hurry her out the goes. 

Sir Gilb, You're right, you're right Now you ſhall 
de me manage her a little; I'll ſpeak a goed word for 

a hum 

Gran. Huſh . not for the World, Sir— Death ! you'll 
hoil all don't you fee ſhe is in Contemplation ? 

Sir Gi/b., What if ſhe be, Man? we muſt not humour 
ter, Ull ſhe is ſtark mad neither. Sophronia ! how doſt 
thou do, Child ? 


Soph. [ Repeating. ] The Earth 
Gave gn of Gratulation, and each Hill : 
Foyous the Birds ; freſh Gales and gentle Airs 
Whiſper'd it to the Woods, and, from their Wings 
Fung Roſe, flung Odours, from the juicy Shrub 

 Diſporting 


Ci 8 I proteſt ; very pretty — Theſe 
mordus Scraps of Fancy in thy Head make me hope, that 
love is not far from thy Heart, Sophy. 

Soph. Love, Sir. was ever in my Heart; but ſuch a 
love, as the blind Homer of this Briti/h Ille, in rhymleſa 
Harmony ſublimely ſings 

vir Gib. Well, and prithee what does he ſay af 1. 

ph. 
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Soph.—— m—_— yy rene: 
The Theught, and Heart enlarges ; has bis Seat 
In Reaſon, and is judicious, is the Scale, 
By which to Heavenly Love thou mayſft aſcend. 


Sir Gib. Very good again: and troth, I'm 
hear thou art fo heartily reconcil'd to it. god © 


Soph. Eafier than Air with Air, if Spirits embrac, 
Total they mix, Union of Pure with Pure 


Defiring 
Sir Gilb. Ah! there I doubt we are à little crazy. 


| L. 
Soph. This Iron Age, ſo fraudulent and bold, 
Touch'd with this Love, would be an Age of Gall. 


Sir Gib. O-lud! O-lud ! this will never do. [ 

Gran. So! ſhe has 5. the old Gentleman his Belh- 
fall, I ſee : Well, Sir! how do you find her? 

Sir Gilb. Ah! poor Soul ! Pitrous bad! All upon the 
Tantivy again! You muſt &en undertake her yourſel; 
for I can do no good upon her ——m But here come 
Love of another kind. 


Enter Charlotte, Witling, and Lady Wrangle. 


Char. O Siſter! here's Mr. Vitling has writ the pre. 
tieſt Cantata iure, that ever made Muſick en 
Soph. I am giad, Siiter, you are reconcil'd to any U 


his Performances. 
4 O ty! Madam, ſhe only rallies — A mer 


Fran That I dare ſwear it is. 
Wit. Ha! ha! no doubt on't; if you could light i 
it muſt be an extraordinaiy Piece indeed, Tom. You ſt, 
my lule Rogue, we havc crabb'd him already. 


[45s 


— — — 


ITF FSR D> 


The Ladies Philoſophy. 73 


LV. Mr. Frani!, is a mer modern Critick, that 
makes perſonal Inc li. ion he rf in judgment; 
hut to condemn what ene Ik ci: aw. 1: ma way Mort 
Work indeed. 

Fran. With Submiſon. Mu' m, 1 can ſce no great 
R:ſhneis in preſuming that a Magpye can't ling like a 


Nightin te. : 
Wit. No, nor an Owl lool like a Peacock neither: 
Ha! ha! 


L. Wy. and Char. Ha! ha! ha! 

L Wr. Perſeci plealant. 

Char. O! Wit to an Infinity! 

Fran. Much good may do you with your Canary- 
Bird, Madam. [To Char. 

Char. O! Sir. I am forry you are exhauſted ; wut when 
Vit's upon the Lee, no Won r it runs into Kudene!s, 

Fran. I don't wonder at mv not hitting your "Taſte, 
Madam, when juch Stuff eth can go donn with you. 
Wit. My Stuff, dear 7 was compos'd purely for 
the Entertainment of this Lady; and lince fhe likes it, 
J will allow, that you, of a!! Maniund, have moſt reaſon 
to find fault with it. Ha! ha | 

Cher. Nay. it he ſhould like it, even I will then give 
tupto the World as good tor nothing. 

Fran. Then it's in danger, | can tell vou, Madam; 
for | hal! certainly like it, becauſe, I am ture, it will be 
good for nothing. 

Char. A plea ant Paradox. 

Fran. None at all, Madam; for ſince I find your 
Heart is like Stock. to be tran ferr'd upon a Bargain, 
it will be ſome pleaſure, at leaſt, ro fee tas Grotine(s ot 
your Choice rechne me on vour Inſidelity. 

Wit. Poor Toj: What are the Grapes four, my 
Dear? Ha! ha ! tial 
Char. Pſhahl never wind him: The Cantata, dear 
. Witling, the Cor tata. 

L. Vr. O! by ali means; pray cblig2 us, Sir. 
Wit. Immediately, adam; bur all things in order. 

give me leave to regale the good Company with a 
u Craih ot laticumental. 
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L. Vr. As you pleaſe, Sir. 
Wit. Hey! Sigmor Carbonell; ! Ji piace d' intrare? 
[The Mufick enter. 

L. V. Mr. Granger, won't you pleaſe to fit? 

Sir Gi. Ay, ay, come, Gentlemen; but in earnef, 
does this Puppy really pretend to ſing ? 

Fran. Much as he pretends to Wit, Sir ; He can make 
a nale at leaſt. 

Sir Ci. But the Whelp has no Voice. 

Fran. O! Sir, that's out of faſhion: Your beſt Ma- 
ſters ſeldom have any. 

Sir Gi/b. Then I would not give a Fig for their 
Muſick, Sir; I would as lief ſee a Cripple dance: But 
let's hear what the Fideles can do. | They play a Sonata.) 
Well ! and what! we are to ſuppoie this 1s very fine 
now, ha! 

Fran. No doubt on't, Sir ! at leaſt it will not be fafe 
to ſay the contrary. 

Sir Gilb. Well! well! for a quiet Life then, very fine 
let it be; but I wiſh I could hear a Lancaſsire Hornpipe 
fer all that. 

L. Vr. Come, dear Sir, no more Apologies, 

[2 Witling, 

Gran. See, Sir, Mr. it/ing is going to entertain us. 

Sir G:{b. Ay ! that mutt be rare Stuff indeed. 

Vit. Upon my Life, Madam, I have no more Voice 
than a Kettle Drum; beſide, this is for a Treble, and out 
of my Compaſs. 

Char. O] no matter; feign it, der Mr. W:tling / 

Wit. I would fain oblige you, Madam; but yet, me- 
thinks, nothing done, to pleaſe you, ſhould be fegn'd 
neither, Madam. 

Fran. Hah! he would fain be witty, I ſee; but dent 
trouble yourſelf, Madam, he has as much mind to fing 
as. you have to hear him: Tho', Heaven knows, his 
Voice is like his Modeſty, utterly forced; Nature bas 
nothing to do with either of them. 

Wit. Whatever my Modeſty is, dear Tom, thy Unes- 


ſineſs I am ſure is natural; that comes from thy Heart, 


I dare anſwer for it. Ha! ha! ha! 


Fras. | 
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Fran. O thou happy Rogue! 
Vit. But, Madam, if 1 ung, you ſhall promiſe me 
to dance then. 


Char. O] any Compoſition ; I'Il do it with all my 
eart. 
L. Vr. Bot the Words firſt; dear Sir, read them 


Wit. Well, Ladies, fince you mult have it — 

Sir Gib. He 15 a curied while about it, metntnltys — 

Wit. You mult know, then, this Carrate is of 2 
different Species from the Pation generally express d 
in our modern Operas; for there you ice vour Lover 
uſually approaches the fair Lady wich Sighe, Tears, 
Torments, and Dying: Now here, | ihe» you the way 
of making Love like a pretty Fellow; (hat is, like 
a Man of Senſe, all Life and Gaiety As tor 
example. 

Char. Pray mind. 

Wit. [ Reading. ] | 

Thus to @ penſi ve Swain, 
Who long had low d in vain, 
Thyrſis the ſecret Arts 
Of gaining Hearts 
From cold Diſdiin, 
Ta his deſpairing Friend imparts. 

Wit. So far Recitative — Now for the Air — A 
bum! hum ! 

Seph. Don't you think, Mr. Granger, that the double 
Dative Caſes of to a penſive Swain, to bis de- 
ſtairing Friend, almoſt reduce mis to Nonſenſe? 

Gran. Juilly obſerv'd, Madam; but you know, Non- 

and Harmony are reconcil'd of late. 
Wit. Would you 239 ber 
With Succeſs ® 
Up to her, 
Purſue her 
Wh Life and Addy). 
D 2 ; 


N if 


76 The REFUSAL; or, 
Gay, 
Shew her Play; 
1f colder, Fo 
Be buider : 


Now ſeize hey, 
And teize her, 
And hiſs her, 

And pleaſe her, 


We, Till ripe for the Toy. 


You warm her, 
Alarm her, 2 
Diſarm Her, 
Tou charm her, 
4 warrant thee, Boy. 


Part II. 


But to pine and languiſh, 
Or ſigb your Angui/o 
To the Air, 2 
Is fruitleſs Pain, 
Indur d in vain : 
Silent Woes and Looks of Care, 


» ill never, never win the Fair. 


End with the firſt Straw, 
Wit. Ah you little Rogue. [To Charlotte, 


muſical. | 
Char. Sing it, ing it, dear Mr. Vitling; I am a 
Tiptoe to hear it. | 
Wit. Well, Madam, if you can bear it in a Fallet, 
[ He fog, 
Char 


, C.;T META. 


L. Vr. Intinitely pretty]! Nothing ſure was ever © | 
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lotte, 
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Char. O Caro Caro / 


Wit. Anima mia 

Soph. [To Gran J How happy are the Self. conceited ! 
and yet, If he had not ſung now, this V rerch's Folly and 

arance had been leſs conſpicuous 

Gran. Right, Madam; but you know a \ſ1n muſt 
have Variety of Parts to mate an accumpliii.. Cox- 


Sp. I ſcarce think Poetry is more abus'd than Mu- 
ick, by its vain Pretenders, 
Gran. And vet it is hard to fay. Madam, whetler 


| thoſe Pretenders, or the falſe alle di our modern 


Admirers, have more contributed to the Abuſe of ei- 
ther, 

Wit. But come, Madam, now your Promiſe; your 
Airs only [To Char.] can give a Bonne Bouche to our 
Entertainment. 

Char. Well; ſince I gave my Word, T'll uſe no Ce- 
remony. 

Soph. What! more Folly ? I grow tired : Shall we 
walk into my Libraity ? there we may raue our 
Thoughts. 

Gran, You charm me, Madam; I thirſt, methinks, 
for a clear Diaught of Helicon. 

Soph. Take no leave but follow me. 
| [ £xe. Soph. and Gran. 

Wit. E ben Senate. [Charloue dances] Eb! Viva! 
viva! All Enchantmenc, Madam; no ten thouſand An- 
gels ever came up to it. 

L. Vr. It cannot be deny'd but Charlette has an 
external Genius, ſhe wants no perſenal Acquiſitions ; 
but tis great pity the Application they have colt her, 
m—_ laid out upon the Improvement of her Under- 

ing. 

Wit O. pardon me, Madam; as long as there is a 
good Underſfanding between her and me, what's matter 


| Which of us has it, you know, 


Sir G16. Ay, but there's the Queſtion, which of you 
us that has it: for if one of you has it, I am ſure two 
never come together. 


D 3 Fran. 
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Fran. Well ſaid! at him, Sir. [ Afde, 

Mit. Look you, Sir Gilbert; you may fancy your 
fair Daughter and I are a Couple of Fools, if you 
pleaſe; but if one of us had not been wiſer than her 
Faiher, we could never have had a Right to come to- 
gether, in ſpre of his teeth ; that's certain: Ha! 
ha! ha! 

L A. Pardon me, Mr. Witling ; you under-rate 
your Merit: for you had been ſure of my Conſent, 
without your Contract, 

Mit. Ay, Madam, that was only a fooliſh Modeſty, 
thet I could not fhake off; therefore I hope 
will excuſe me, if 1 durſt net think Merit alone was 
a ſufficient Bait to bob Sir Ci out of his Conſent! 
Ha! ha! | | 

Sir Gi4h. You are a very merry Grig. Sir; but have 
a care you are not bobb'd yourſelf: Stay till you win, 
. you laugh; for you are not yet married, I pre. 
ume. 

Wit. Why no, nor you Have not ſupp'd yet; yet l 
bold Gold to Silver, we beth eat before we 

Sir Gib. Why! do'ſt thou think the Girl is in halle 
to marry thee to- night? 

Mit. I don't ſay that neither: But, Sir. as long a8 1 


have a ſufficient Depoſite of the Lady's Inclinations, to 
aniwer for the reſt of her Premiſes, you will give me 


leave not to be afraid of her looking out for a new 
Chap in the mean time, Sir. 

Sir Gi. A Depoſite why wouldſt thou perſuade me 
the Girl can be Fool enough to like thee? 

Wit. I-gad, I don't know how tis, but ſhe has Wit 
enough, it ſeems, to make me think ſo — but 
12 won't take my word, let her anſwer for her⸗ 

Sir G:lb. Ay, that I ſhould be glad to hear. : 

Wit. Ha! ha! I-gad this is a pleafant Queſtion in- 
deed —— Madam, are not you willing, (as ſoon as the 
Church-Books can be open) to make a Pransfer of your 
whole Stock of Beauty, for the conjugal Ules of your 
humble Servant ? | 


Char 
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Cher. Indeed, Papa, I won't ſuppoſe that can be 2 


on. 
Lo A Hum ! your humble Servant, Sir. 

Char. Beſide, are not you oblig'd to fign a ſurther 
Deed of Conſent to Mr. Witling ? 

Sir Gilb, Yes, Child; but the ſame Deed reſerves te 
you a Right of Refuſal, as well as to him. 

Char. That I underſtand, Sir; and there's one can 
witnefs for whom I have reſerv'd that Right of Re- 

[ Pointing to Fran. 

Wit. Your humble Servant. again, Sir; ha! na! ha! 

L. V I am amaz'd, Mr. Wrangle, you could think 
he could be under the leaſt Difficulty in the Choice. 

Fran. Ard yet, Madam, there are very innocent La- 
dies, that have made a Difficulty of changing their Incli- 
nations in half an hour. 

L. V. A Woman of ftri& Virtue, Sir, ovght t) have 
10 Inclinations at all: or, if any, thoſe only of being 
ebedient to the Will of her Parents. 

Wit. O! let him alone, Madam; the more he rails, 
the more I ſhall laugh, depend upon't; the Pain of a 
Rival is the pleaſanteſt Game in the World: his wiſhing 
ne at the Devil, is juſt the ſame thing as if he wiſh'd me 
Joy ! ha ! ha! ha! 

Sir Ciiß. Well, Sir, all I ſhall fay, is, that if the Girl 
-— ——_—_— Senſe, thy Contract mutt ſtill be good for 
nothing. 

Wit Right! and if you had had common Senſe, I am 
ſure you would never have made it; not but to do you 
Juſtice, Sir Gilbert, I muſt own you have Wit in your 
Way too, though it's of a very odd Tun, I grant 


Sir Gelb. Sir, I diſoẽwn my Pretenſions to any, if ever 
jou had Senſe enough to find it out. 
Wit. Sure you | cy my dear Sir Gi. Don't you 
remember once I did find it out? Did not I ſlily catch 
in St. What-de-callum's Churchyard, with your Ta- 
book, taking dead Peoples Names from the Tomb- 


lones, to fill up your Liſt of your third Subſcription, 


you might be ſure of thoſe that would never come 
D 4 to 
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to claim it? and then pretended to all your Friends 
y-u were füll: T here, at leaft, you had more Wit 
to keep People out. than auy Man living had to 
in {© grant yu, your Liit was dead ſure ! ha! 
ha: bo . 

Sir Gib. Why, ay, this novfenſteal Story now paſſes 
for Wit, I wariart among you Cc aid Vee 
Sp:rks it Cr gacas ; but much goud way do yeu 
with vour Jeſt. as long as we have your Money among 
us: I be ieve tu. 5c no hard matter to bite molt of 
„eur vt Hielcs oft weloe it be long; and if you 
drive cn as yuu tem to do, we ſhall make bold to 
fer omg of you Cewn where we took you up, odſheart- 
L kins | 

it. Nav. I grant you, to Jo your own Buff 
neis, you muſt do other Peoples tou; but if all the 
yours Fellows ef Dreſs and Pleaſure would follow me, 
I wou!d uncerake to lead you a Dance for all that. 

Sir Gilb. And, pray, what would you have them 
do ? 

Wit. Why ? do! as ycu do; nothing that you fre- 
end to oo: or do, as i did, every thing as you whit 
per'd me rot to do. I minded what yeur Broker gid, 
not what yeu /a:4, my Dear? And if every Gentle. 
nan would but buy, when you adviſe him to ſell; or 
je} Men you adviſe him to buy, *twoui'd be impoſſible 
0 go out of the way: Why! tis as plain a Road Man, 
as trom Hide Park Corner to Kenſington 

Sir Gib. Sir, you take a great dea of liberty with 
my Character; ir ſomuch, that I muſt tell you, I am 
not ſure | wont pay the Forfeit of my Contract, 1. 
ther than part with my Daughter to a Coxcomb -— 
and fo take it as you will. 

L. Ir. Mr. Wrangle ! what do you mean by this 
Brutality ? 

Fran. lr. Mitling. Madam, will take nothing ill, 
that | thirk fit to juitify, I am ſure. 

Hit. No, faith! you need not fear it; I'll marry be- 
fore II fght. depend upon't. Ha! ha! 

L. Vr. Mr. Witling, I beg ycu come away this mo- 


ment 
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ment —— ['I undertake to do your Merit Juſtice: I 
ſe who dares pretend to govern in this Family beſide 
myſelf. Charktte, give him your Hand — Come, Sir — 

[Exit L. Vr. 

Wit. I am all Obedience, Madam — your humble 
Srvant, Mr. Frankly —— — - Would you woo her 

[Exit finging, with Charlotte. 

Fran. Admirably well done, Sir! you have work'd 
his Inſolence to rare Order. Now, if you can but 
tand it out as ſtoutly with my Lady, our Buſineſs is 
done. | 

Sir Gi/b, If! — Will you ſtand by me? 

Fran. Will you give me your Authority, Sir, to 
handle her roundly, and make her kuow who ought 
to be her Maſter ? 

Sir Gi/b. My Authority! ay, and Thanks into the 


Bargain ——— come along, [I'll ſend for the Lawyer 


now — Mr. Frankly, my Blood rifes at her, the ' 


mall find I'll vindicate the Honour of the City, and, 


from this moment, demoliſh her Petticoat-Govern- 
ment. | 
Fran, Well aid; T'll warrant you, Sir. 
[Exeunt. 
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Sir Gilbert and Frankly. 


Sir GrLiLBER TT. 


V dear Frankly, | could not reſt till I had 

SHY thee alone again; thou haſt gain'd 

A 1 

me for ever: your vindicating the Hu- 

band's Authority, and taking my Wife 

2 peg lower before my Face, bh tickled 
AS my F ancy to that degree, that, odzooks! [ 

could wiſh it in my Heart thou hadſt been married to 

her. 

Fran. O! I ſhould be loath to have robbed you, Si, 
of that Happineſs. 

Sir G:ib. A hum ! you are right, you are right; I did 
not think of that indeed: Well ! it's a very odd thing 
now, that a Wife will ſooner be kept under by ary 
Man than her Husband : Why the Duce can't I govem 
her ſo ? 

Fran. There's no — Secret in the matter, Sir; for 
take any Couple in Chriftendom, you will certainly ful. 
that the more troubleſome of the two is always Head dq 
the Family. 

Sir Gi/h. By my troth, I believe you are right; and 
ſince the War is begun, ll make a fair Puſh for't. | 
am reſolv'd now to thwart her in every thing ; and if 
Granger has but Wit enough to talk Sophronia into 
her Senſes; that is, if he can but convince her that ſhe 
is Fleſh and Blood, and born to breed, like other Wo- 
men; odzooks ! he ſhall marry her immediately: II 
plague her Ladyfſhip that way toe. 


Tran. 
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; Fran. That way! O! ay, it's true: for I think I 
have heard you ſay, Sir, that if either of your Daugh- 
ters die unmarried, my Lady is to inherit their For- 


Sir Gilb, Ay, ay; there the Shoe pinches, Man; ſhe 
would be as much an Enemy to Granger, as ſhe is to 
you, if ſhe could in the leaſt ſuſpect he would ever make 
any thing of it with Sophronia. | 

Fran. And, if I don't miltake, Sir, Granger is in fair 
way there too; for, to my knowledge, he has been 
lock'd up with her this half hour, here in her Library. 

Sir Gi/b. The Dickens! 

Fran. Did not you obſerve them ſteal off together juſt 
aſter the Muſick ? 

Sir Gib. I wender'd, indeed, what was become of 
muſt 
have a Peep at them [Goes to the Key bole.] Odſo! they 
are juſt a coming forth. 

Fran. We had beſt be out of the way then, that we 
may not diſturb them. 

Sir G:/h. No, no, I'll warrant you: Prithee let us 
ſand behind this Skreen, and obſerve what paſle;. 

Fran, Quick! quickly then; here they come. 

[They retire. 


Enter Granger with Sophronia. 


Soph. O Granger ! ſtill preſerve this Purity, 
And my whole Soul will open to receive thee : - 
Forget, like me, thy Sex, how ſweetly may 
We paſs our Days in rational Deſire ! 
Thou ſeeſt, I own, without a Bluſh, my Love, 
For Bluſhes only riſe from guilty Flames; 
When Conſcience driven, reluctant to the Crime, 
Leaps to the Face, and marks the Cheek with Shame 
But the chalte Heart, ſublim'd by purer Fires, 
Knowing no conſcious Fear, Reſerve, or Guile, 


- Gives, with unbounded Franlaneſs, all its Store, 


And 
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And only bluihes that it gives no more. 

Cran. Hear this, ye bright immortal Choirs above, 
And — human Souls, like you, can love. 

Sir C ITTeyday ! this is downright Love in aT 
dv! Well! he's a 47 Thief. N * 
Fron. Huh! let him go on, Sir. 

Seh. Can you forgive the tedious Baniſhment, 
Which my Diſtruſt and Drea | impos'd on you? 

Gran. Can I reproach you for fo jull, ſo kind 
A Fear? While thro' the general Race of Man, 
A ſenſual and infectious Paiſion rages, 

Gi»ing, from Sex to Sex, the mortal Tainture. 
Can I complain, if, to preſerve yourſelf - 

From the Contagion, you've perhaps enjoin d 
The Healthy to perform his Quarantine ? 

But landing thus, upon my native Soil. 

I leave my. Sufferings paſt behind, and think 
The Preſent now is all that's left of Time, 
Or worth my Care. 

Soph. Bluſh ! bluſh}! ye baſe degenerate World, 
That boaſt the Bliſs of greſs connubial Love: 
Can you wear human Forms, yet ſee the prone, 
Ihe Brute Creation, equal your Deſires ? 

Had you or Souls or Senſe refin'd, you'd form 
Your Wiſhes worthy your ſuperior Being ; 
Curb, with Imperial Reaſon, lawleſs Nature, 

And reach, like us, the Joys of Love Seraphick. 
Fran. O Harmony of Hearts! O ſpotleſs Paflion ! 
Here, on this Hand, the Altar of my Vows, 

I ofer up my purer Part, my Soul 
To thine, and ſwear inviolable 

Soph. Hold! 
Paſſions, like ours, no formal Vows require; 
For Vows ſuppoſe Diſtruſt, or faithleſs Love, 
The frail Security of ſenſual Flames; 
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But where the Pure, with the Pure Soul unites, 

The fimple Hand, thus given, and receiv'd, ſuffices. 
Gran. Let then this Hand my ſpotleſs Heart reſign. 
Soph. Thus in exchange I blend my Soul with thine. 


Sir Gilb. So! they are got to Hand and Heart alrea- 
dy, but now, now for a Touch at the reſt of her Pre- 


Sir Gilb. Well! well! I will. 
Soph. And now, no more Sophronia, but thy Friend; 

Be both my Name and Sex from hence forgotten. 
Gran. No: 

Let me remember ftill that thou art fair; 

For were there no Temptation in thy Beauty, 

Where were the Merit of ſuch hard Refiſtance ? 

Indeed, my Friend, tis hard ! 'tis hard Reſiftance ! ” 

The Organs of my Sight, my Ear, my Feeling, 

As Iam made of human Mold, in ſpite 

Of me, exert their Functions, and are pleas'd ; 

| view thee with Delight, I hear with Tranſport, 

And thy Touch is Rapture 
Soph. How fares my Friend? 
Gran. Like the poor Wretch, that parches ina Fever, 

Wich fatal Thirſt, yet begs for preſent Eaſe 

To drink, and die 
Soph. From whence this new Diſorder ? 

Gran, Tell me, Sophronia, is my Virtue blameful, 
becauſe my+Senſes act as Nature bids them? 

Am I in fault, if the ſharp Winter's Froſt 

Can chill my Limbs, or Sammer's Sun will ſcorch them 2 

What Matter can reſiſt the Elements? 

Rivers will freeze, and ſolid Mountains burn; 

What Bodies will not change? Thus the tall Oak— 
Though from our meaner Flames ſecure, | 
*- Muſt that, which falls from Heaven, endure. 


| Fran. Nay, dear Sir, be eaſy. 


Sep. 
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Soph. Where has he learn'd this Art of unoffending 


Flattery ? 22 
Gran. Canit thou reproach me then, if while thy Beau 
ties, 
With ſuch a Blaze of Charms invade my Senſe, 
My human Heart's not proof againſt their Power? 
Soph. Reproach thee ! No; Bodies are but the Shell, 
Or Huts, that cover in the Soul, and are, 
Like other Fabricks, ſubject to Miſchance : 
The Cells of Hermits may be ſir d; but none 
Reproach the Wretch that ſuffers by the Flame. 
Gran. O Sophrenia ! canſt thou forgive me then, 
That my material Droſs thus burns before thee ? 
That my whale Frame thus kindles at thy Beauty? 
And even warms my Soul with fond Deſire ? 
Like an impatient Child it languiſhes, 
And pines for Wants unknown, it ſighs, it pants, 
To be indulg'd upon thy friendly Boſom, 
To fold thee in my tender Arms, to talk, 
And gaze, with mutual ſoft Benevol: nce 
Of Eyes, as Giving were our only Pleaſure. 
Sir Gi/b. Adod ! I believe, he's in earneit, he makes 
me half in loveto hear him. 
Soph. Is it poſſible? Can then 
Such Softneſs mingle with corporeal Paſſion ? [ 4pert, 
Gras. Bat whale the Soul alone is ſuffer'd to 
Poſſeſs, and bars my mortal Part from Joy; 
My poor repining Senſes murmur at 
Their Fate, and call thy Purity unjuſt, 
To ſtarve the Body, while the Mind knows Plenty 
Yet, like a Churl, engroſſes whole the Feak. 
My Senſes claim a Share from Nature's Law; 
They think, with a. more melting Soſtneſs, they 
Could love, and even inform the Soul with Rapture. 
Sir Gill. Ay; now! we begin to werk her, 
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' Gran. Conſider them, as part of me, thy Friend, 
Thy Friend may ſure be truſted with your Pity ! 
Ol relieve them ! give me ſome Sign at leaſt, 
One kind Embrace, or a chaſte Siſter's Kiſs, 
In certain Proof that thou art ſtill my Friend, 
That yet thou hat'ſt me not I ask no more. 

Soph. Pignora certa petis ? do Pignora certa — Timends. 

Gran. Does then thy Fear alone refuſe me? O Sophronia! 
Why, why muſt Virtue be this Fee to Nature ? 
Why fet our Senſes, with our Souls, at variance, 
As Heaven had form'd thee fair — to kill thy Friend. 

_ Soph, What means my throbbing Heart? O Virtue ! now! 
Now fave me from unequal Nature's Power 
Now guard me from my ſelf ——and hide my Shame 

Gran, Muſt I then periſh? will my Friend forſake me? 

Soph. O Cranger] I am loſt — thou haſt undone me 
Lam fallen, and thou wilt hate me now, 
Gran. O Sophronia / 
Soph. Lend me thy Arm, ſupport me 
Thy melting Plaints have ſtole upon my Heart, 
And ſoften me to Wiſhes never known before. 

Gran. O the tumultuous Joy! [She /inks into his Arms, 

Sir Gil. Ah! dead! dead! we have her, Boy! we 
have her. 

Gran, See how ſhe pants ! 
How, like a wounded Dove, ſhe beats her Wingy, 
And trembling hovers to her Mate for Succour. 


O the dear Confuſion! Awake, Sophronia / 


Now wake to new and unconceiv'd Delights, 

Which faint Philoſophy could never reach, 

Which Nature gave thee Charms to taſte and give. 
Soph. O! I could wiſh, .methinks, for ev'ry Power, 
That might have Charms, for thee: Thy Words, 
Like Hyb/a Drops, diſtill upen my Senſe, 
And I could hear thee talk for ever · 
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Gran. O be but thus for ever kind, thy Eyes 
Will find new Subjects for eternal Talk, 
And everlaſting Love: Bluſh not, my Fair, 
That thou art kind ; thy Heart has only paid 
To Love, the Tribute due from Nature's whole Creation; 
For Wiſdom to his Power oppos'd, is Folly : 
Hear how the Britiſb Nrgil ſings his Sway; 


* Thus every Creature, and of every Kind, 

The ſecret Joys of mutual Paſſion find; 

* Not only Man's Imperial Race, but they 

* That wing the liquid Air, or ſwim the Sea; 

Or haunt the Deſart, ruſh into the Flame; 

For Love is Lord of All, and is in All the fame. 
[Ex. Gran. and Soph 


Sir Gilb. O rare Philoſophy ! O fine Philoſophy ! dain- 
ty omg ho! [ Singing. 
. Ha ! ha! ha! that muſt be a pleaſant fort of 
Philoſophy indeed, Sir, that pretends to be wiſer than 
Nature. Platonick Love is a mere Philoſopher's Stone; 
when different Sexes once come to lay their Heads toge- 
ther about it, the Projection's ſure to fly in Fums. 

Sir Gib. Fumo! ay, | warrant you. A handſome Wench, 
that ſhuts her ſelf up two or three Hours with a young 
Fellow, only out of Friendſhip, is making a hopeful Ex- 

iment in Natural Philoſophy indeed Why its 
juſt like ſpreading a Bag w Gunpowder before a great 
Fire, only to dry it; Ha! ha! ha! 

Fran. Right, Sir It puts me in mind of the riß 
Soldier, who, to ſteal Powder out of a full Barrel, cun- 
ningly bored a Hole in it with a red hot Poker. 

Sir Gi/b. Ah! very good! ha! ha! ha! As you ſay, ic 
hard luck indeed, that her firſt Touch of his Hand 
ſhould blow up all the reſt of her Body. 


Fran. But to do her juſtice, Sir, ſhe was not won with- 


out a good deal of Art neither : A plain Battery of Love 

would have done nothing upon her; you ſee, be was 

forced to ſap her with his Self. Reproaches, and put it al 

upon the point of her Compaſſion to his Senſes, — 6k 
| i vo! 
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Sir Gi/b. Nay, the Toad did worm her nicely, that k 


muſt needs ſay 

Fran. Ha! ha! ha ! what a rare Welcome too this 
News will have with my Lady ? how ſhe will fume at 
the Diſappointment ? 

Sir Gi/6. Nay, I have nothing to do with that, you 
know ; this was none of my doing: let every Tub ſtand 
upen it's own Bottem; I ſhall een leave her Ladyihip to 
hs Management: All I can prone him, is, not to hin 
der the Matter. 

Fran. That's ali he wr defire, I dare ſay, Sir: be you 
but as paſſive in his Attair as mine, ['ll warrant we will 
find Courage enough between us to main ain our Pre- 
tenſions. 

Sir Gib. Ay! there you are right again; ſtick to your 
Stoff, Boys: and if I don't ſtand by you. may I be Cock 
of the hen-peck'd Corporation as long as I live. 


Enter @ Servant. 


Serv. Sir, here's Mr. Delay the Lawyer. 

Sir G1 Odlo! that's well! Now Mr. Frankly, 

Fran. | believe, Sir, you had beſt keep him out of my 
Lady's fight, till Matters are ripe for Execution. 

Sir Gi/6. You are right, you are right ---— ſay no 
mere, | II do it. [ Exit Sir G. 

Fran. Sc! thus far we fland fair ; we have nothing 
now to combat but my Lady; and Granger's Succeis 
with Sophronia, at this time, will naturally ſtrengthen cur 
Alliance againſt her: As for my Friend Wit/ing, his 
own Affurance and Vanity will partly do his Bulineſs--- 
But however, in the mean while, it will not be amiſs 
to keep him warm and ripe for our Deſign 4 Pro: 
er! here he comes. | 


Enter Witling. 


Wit. Ha! ha! ha! Dear Tom J am glad 1 have 
fbund thee, Faith! I have a Favour to beg of thee. 


Fran. 
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Fran. Why then, I am glad you have found me too 
becauſe, I believe, I ſhall not grant it. 

Wit. Ha ! ha! what crabb'd ful, my Dear! but] 
come to thee from a fair Lady, Child ; and 'tis for her 
lake J am going to be obliged to thee. 

Fran. | am glad of that too: A Woman of Senſe | 
war ant her, by her ſending thee on a Fool's Errand. 

Nit. Ay, but my Dear! the Errand happens to be hen 
now; and fo thou haſt civilly put the Fool upon the Wo. 
man of Senſe: Good again! one of thy old Blunders, 


Tom ! ſor, I think thou halt but curſed Luck in making | 


thy way to the Women. 

Far. When you tell me the Lady you come from, 
I ſbrall be better able to guels, whether ſhe takes me or 
you for a Fool. 

it. Suppoſe then it were from a Lady, Tom, that de- 
figns to take either you or me for a Husband ? What 
& { thou think of my little Charlatte, my dear Tm! 

Fran. Why, if ſhe takes thee for a Husband, I ſhall 
think her a Fool; and if I ſhould take thee for a Wit, 
ſhe would think me a Fool: But by her ſending 
_ to ask a Favour of me, it's a fign ſhe thinks thees 
Fool. | : 
it. Ha! ha! a verv pretty parcel of croſs Purpoſe, 
a Fool and Wit, and Wit and Fool ; and ſhe and thee, 
and me! What? art thou playing at Huſtle cap with 
thy Words, Child? Thou doſt not expect I ſhould take 
all thy Jingle- Jamble for Wit, doſt thou ? 

Fran. No Faith ! if it be Wit, I expect thou ſhould 
not take it. | 

Wit. With all my heart: Come, come, it ſhall be Wit 
then; [ will miſtake it for once But to Buſineſs — 
the fair Lady, my dear Tom. 

Fran. Ay, what of her? | 


100 Why, poor Soul, ſhe deſir d me to come to) 
an 


Fran. And leave her to better Company, ha | 
Wit. Look you, Tom, I know Loſers ought to have leave 


to ſpeak, and therefore, at preſent, you ſhall have a 
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Wit to yourſelf, my Dear: but don't be uneaſy at my 
Kippinels, de r Tom; for to tell you the truth, the Crea- 
me is fo curſed fond of me, that ſhe begins to grow 
noubleſome already. Ha ha! ha 

Fran. Why don't you make yourſelf eaſy then, and 
give her up to me? 

Wit. No, no; I muſt not break the poor Fool's Heart 
neither: for you muſt know, ſhe is in a terrible taking 
wout me. | 

Fran. How fo, Sir? 

Wit. Why ſhe ſaid, juſt now, ſhe was afraid to marry 
me ſo ſoon as to night upon thy account. 

fran. Good! then there may be hopes ſhe will not 

marry thee upon any account. 
Wit. No, don't flatter thy ſelf neither, my dear Tom- 
x; for her concern at the bottom was all upon my ac- 
unt. b 

Fran. How does that appear? 


Nit. Why you know, ſays ſhe, after all, poor Frank; 
has ome fort of Pretenſions to me: I don't know how it 


ms, fays the ; but fome way or other he got in with 
my Father: ſo [ durſt not wholly diſcourage his Ad- 
dreſſes. Now Frankh;'s of a ſurly Temper, ſays ſhe ; 
md, if I ſhou!d marry you in the Heat of his Diſap- 
pointment, he may ſay or do ſome raſh thing upon't : 
And I know, ſays ſhe, Mr. 1 it/ing, you are violent in 
your Nature too ; and if Matters ſhould riſe to a Quarrel, 
w body know where the Miſchief may end; the World: 
would certainly lay it all at my door ——1 ſhould be 
the miſerableſt Creature alive — therefore I beg you, 

ſhe, go to him from me, and try to make an ami- 
able End of the Buſineſs; and the Moment poor Frant- 
4's made eaſy, ſays ſhe, I'll marry you, the next Hour, 
mthout any Reſerve in the whole World. 

Fran. Why then, without any Reſerve in the whole 
World, pray tell the Lady, that ſhe may depend upon it 
| am certainly eaſy becauſe I am ſure ſhe impoſes 
OF. Tmmpoſ Child! ha ! ha! that's pleaſant 

it. Impoſe upon me, Child! ha! ha 's plea 


Fran. 
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Fran. That is, ſhe lets you impoſe upon yourſelf 
which is the ſame thin 

Wit. That may be, Tom ; but the Devil take me if! 
can fird it out : But however, I am mighty glad you 
do, becai'c then Jam ture. as long as you are eaſy, you 
can't take it ili, i ſhould burſt my Ribs with laugh 
ing at your Fancy. 

Fran. O! not in the leaſt ! and to increaſe you 
Mi:th, Sir, 1 will be farther bold to tell you, ſhe has u 
hearty a Contempt for you, if poſſible, as I have. 

Hit. Good again! Ha! ha! ha! 

Fran. Thou art a thing ſo below all human Conf. 
deration, thou haſt not wherewithal to give a Spaniard 

ealouſy. 
a Wit Ah! poor Tom, if thou didſt but Know all now 
Ha ! ha 

Fran. But to think thy ſelf agreeable to her, thou mul 
have the * of a French Harlequin. 

I' it. Ah] dear Tom, thou charmſt me ! for ſince find 
thou art not, in the leaſt, uneaſy at her engagement with 
me, to tell thee the truth, I have nothing elie at preſent 
that can poſhbly retard mv Happineſs. 

Fran. Why then, Sir, be as happy as you deſerve; and 
pray let the Lady know, as to any Favour ſhe deſign 
you, I am in perfect Peace of mind and Tranquillity. 

Wit. Ard you really give me leave to tell her ſo! 

Fran. Tell her, I am more eaſy than ſhe herſelf will 
be, when ſhe has married you. 

Mit. Why then periſh me, if thou art not one of the 
beſt. bred Rivals in the whole World! ha ! ha! And here 
ſhe comes, Faith, to thank thee for her part of the Ca 
ſolation. Ha] ha 
Fran. Ha! ha 


Enter Charlotte. 


Char. So, Gentlemen, I am glad to find you in ſuck 
good Humour. 


Wit. O! Madam, the deareſt Friends in the World: | 
have obey'd your Commands, and here's honeſt Tom is ſ0 
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far from being uneaſy at our Marriage, that I- gad I can't 
get him to believe it will ever come to any thing. 
Char. O! as to that, Mr. Frankly may think as he 
es ; but if he is no: uneaſy upon your account, that's 
ul I pretend to dete of him. 
Wit. No, no, honeſt Tom will give us no trouble, de- 
u = 
Bal. Not I, upon my Honour, Madam; for though TI 
night be provoked to cut any other Man's Throat, that 


| fhould- pretend to you, yet the Value I have for Mr. 


Witling, ſecures him from my leaſt Reſentment. 

Wit. Look you there, Madam! You fee your Fears 
ve all over ; I don't find we have any thing to do now, 
but to ſend for the Parſon. 

Char. Ay, but I don't well underſtand him; for he 
ſeems to be neither jealous of your Merit, nor my Incli- 
nation : and that I cin ſcarce think poſſible. 

Fran. You may, upon mu Soul, Madam: for I have 
ojuita Senſe of both, that if it had not been in regard 
wyour Father's Contract. I am convinced you would ne- 
ver have endured the fight of him. 
it. Ah! poor Tem! he has much ado to — it. 

Apart. 
Char. Very pretty! ſo you think that my admitting his 
Addreſſes is meer Grimace, _ — am all this while 
ing pains only to deceive Mr. Mitling. 
. e Ao need not do that, ; "Tu he 4 
_— deceive himſelf, he really gives you no trouble 
it. 
_ You ſee, Child, we may put any thing upon 
lim. \ 

Char. Right ! you take it as I could wiſh ! Let me a- 
dne with hun. And fo, Sir, you really expect I ſhould 
be pleas d with your having this free Opinion of my 
Conduct? 

Fran. 1 muſt be pleas d with every thing you undertake 
u my Favour, Madam. | 


it. How vain the Rogue is too? [ ide. 
Char. I am amaz'd ! but how naturally a Ce ub 
bews hin elf. | LA. 


Wit. 
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Wit. Ay, that's when he is in your hands, Madam 
Ha ! ha! IL gad the plays him nicely off. A a. 

Char. Atcer this, one ſhould wonder at nothing ! Nay, 
there are ſome Fools, I ice, whoſe Vanity is fo far from 
—. offeniive, that they become diverting even to: 

ival. 

Fran. Mr. NMitling is always entertaining, Madam, 

Mit. Hah! Prodigious! I gad he thinks you mean me 
all this while. Ha! ha! ha! Apart. 

Char. Well, ſure there never was ſo bright a Coxcomb! 


Apart, 
Nit. "=p" I'll humour him: Ha! ha! Apart. 


Char. By all means, you will make him ſhine to 
Miracle. [ 
Wit. Why then periſh me, Tom, if ever I was ſo wel 


diverted at a French Comedy. [Shakes his Hand, 
Fran. That may very well be, Sir; for Fools are 


to be fond of their own Parts. {Shakes Witling dn. 


Char. Ha! ha! 

Wit. Ay! ſo they are, the Devil take me; for, I ſa 
there's no beating thee out of thine. 

Fran. How ſhould I be out, when you play all the 
Scene yourſelf? 

Wit. No, no, Tom, I only laugh all; but tis your Pat 
that makes me, Child. 

Fran. Right ! if you did not laugh, where the Dil 
ſhould the Jeſt be? 

Wit. Why then, you ſee, I do the Fool Juſtice, Tom. 
Ha! ha 

Fran. Ay, the Devil take me, doſt thou; I never ſin 
him bet er acted. | 

Wit. Ah! but you don'c know, my Dear, that to make 
a Coxcomb ſhine, requires a little more Wit than thou 
art aware of. 

Fran. I know that he, who has leaſt Wit of us tuo, 
has enough to do that, my Dear. | 
5 Wit. Ay ! that is when a Coxcomb ſhews himfel 

om. 
4 Fran. Nay, in that I grant no Mortal can come up 9 
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wit. Hah! hab ' ha! O] dear Rogue, I muſt kiſs 


a Ha! ha ! ha! 
Enter Lady Wrangle 


L. Vr. Your Servant, your Servant, good People: 
Whence all this mighty Mirth, pray ? 

Wit. O! Madam, here has been ſuch a Scene ! ſuch 
Hit and Daſh upon one another ; in ſhort, ſuch Bright- 
ze& o both {:des, the Full Moon, in a froſty Night, ne- 
er came up to It. 

Char. I muſt needs ſay, I never ſaw Mr. [#::/ing ſhine 
before. 

Fran. No, Madam! why he alwavs talks like a Luna- 
tick, as you now may judge by his Simi. 

Wit. Ah ! poor Tom! thy Wit indeed is, like the Light 


{| ofthe Moon, none of thy own : If I don't miſtake, my 


Dear, I was forced to ſhine upon thee, before thou wert 
dle to make one Reflection. 

Fran, There you are once in the right; for I certainly 
wuld not have laugh'd, ii you had not given me a hearty 
Occaſion. 

it. Ay, but the Cream of the Jett is, Tom, that at 
we ame time þ really gave the: no Occaſion at all. 

Fran. Right again, my Dear ; for your not knowing 
that, is the only. Jett that's worth laughing at. 

Bath. Ha! ha! ha! | 

L Wr. This muſt be ſome extraordinary Miſtake in- 
bed; for I have no Notion that Mr. Frankly and you can 
we reaſon to laugh upon the ſame Occaſion. 

Wit. Why, Faith! the Occaſion is a little extraordi- 
wy; for you muſt know, Madam, that honeſt Tom and 
lere, are both going to be married to this Lady. 

L. Vr. Both 

Wit. Ay both, Madam; for, it ſeems, ſhe has not 
_ to convince us, that either of us mult go with- 
A her, 

L. +. That's ſo like Mr. Fran#ly's Vanity, that can't 
link his Miſtreſs loſt, tho? he ſees her juſt falling into the 
as of his Rival. Fran. 
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Fran. My Vanity and yours, Madam. are much y 
a foot; tho | think you happen'd to be firſt cured of it. 

L. Ur. What do you mean, Sir? 

Fran. That by this time you are convinced I Wa 
never in love with your Ladyſhip. 

L. Nr. I am convinced, that a very little trouble would 
have made you ſo. 

Fran. It muſt have been a good deal more than t 
colt me, to make you believe ſo. 

L Vr. If you have ſtill Hopes of marrying Charktt, 
Sir, I don't wonder at your believing any thing. Ha! 
ha ! ha 

Fran. Laugh when you ſee me deſpair, Madam. 

L. Wr. I need not {tay for that, your Hope is ridicy- 
lous m—_ and I laugh, becauſe you can't ſee. 

Fran. Yes, yes, I can ſee, Madam ; 1 have ſeen all 
this day what 'tis you drive at : In ſhort, Madam, you 
have no mind that either of Sir Gilbert's Daughters ſhould 
marry ; becauſe if they die Maids, you have ſecured the 
Chance of ſucceeding to their Fortunes. 

L. Wr. Ay, do make the World believe that, if you 
can: Perſuade Mr. Wit/ing that I have no mind Chart 
ſhould marry him. 

Fran. What Mr. Witling thinks, is out of the quell 
on, Madam; but you are ture that ſhe never deſigns to 
marry him: ſo that your ſetting up his Pretenſions s 
not with the leaſt View of doing him good, but af 
doing me harm; or rather, that while you manage 
the Diſpute well on both ſides, neither of us may have 
he 


r. 

L. Wr. He has gueſs'd the Secret; but that ſhall not 
hinder my Proceeding. You are in the right to 2 
long as you can, Sir; but I preſume you don't do it 
my Friendſhip, nor Mr. IWranz/:'s Conſent, or Char 
/atte's Iuclination. | 


Fran Ze what it will, Madam, it has a better Found 


tic” an your Hope of ſucceeding either to her's 0 
Segen ortune: For ſhall I tell you anoaer Secret, 
Ri: den? er hronia is going to be marr'-d to Grams 
ſo thai ) cu are equally like iv be uiappe.ned a 
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L. Wr. Sophroria married 

Fran. Ay, ay, married, married, Madam ; wedded, 
bedded, made a mere Wife of: 'tis not half an hour 

fnce I ſaw her fink, and melt into his Boſom, with 
the yielding Fondneſs of a Milk maid. 

L. Vr. Sophrenia do this? 

Fran. ronia, Madam; nay, Sir G:&bert was, at the 
ame time, a ſecret Witneſs of all; and was glad, glad 
of it, Madam: and, to my certain knowledge, reſolves, 
that Granger ſhall marry her inſtantly : And fo, Madam, 
all that fancaſtick Fort-Philolophy, that you have been 
bailding in her Brains for ſeven Years together, is (with 
tue honeſt Attack of mere Fleſh and Blood) fairly de- 
moliſh'd, and ht to nothing. 

L. Vr. * jeve it, I _ n 
you ; he might, perhaps, tranſport her, but never to a 
ſenſual Thema. - 109 
Fran. Oons! Madam, I tell you, I heard, and ſaw it 
all ; my ſelf ſaw her fighing, bluſhing, pantzng in his 
Arms, with mortal, ſenſual, amorous Defire : All her ro- 
mantick Pride reduc'd, and humbled to the Qbedience 
of that univerſal Monarch of Mankind, Love, Madam; 
plain, naked, natural Love, Love, Madam. 

L. Vr. I am confounded! if this be true, his Triumph 
i infupportable. ¶ Aide] Ha! what do I fee! 


Enter Granger leading Sophronia. 


Fur. Dear Gr „I con late thy Happineſs ! 
Gran. My — indeed Fer. till I was =_— 
I knew not half the Value of my Conquett. 

Fran. [To Soph.] Give me 8 
um our former Difference is forgot ; ſince the more ele- 
rated Paffion of my Friend has now convinc'd me of 


_ &f own Unworthinefs. 


Soph. I cannot diſavow my tendereſt Senſe of Gras- 

Merit, give it what Name you pleaſe ; I own tis 

— Duod neqzeo dicere, & ſentio tantim : 

uam proud that Love alone, unafliſted by Philoſophy, 
never have ſubdu d me. 1 

7. 
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L. Vr. Is it poſſible ! 
By your leave, Madam. 
[She breaks theough the Compan;, and takes Soph. apart. 

Fran. Heyday ! what's to do now ? 

Gran. O Frankly ! I have ſuch a melting Scene 
to tell thee ! | 

Fran. You may fpare your ſelf the Trouble; 

Sir Gilbert and I overhear'd every word of it N Ai. 
But I allow you an Artift. 

Gran. Was it not very whimſical? 

Fran. Huſh ! | 

L. A. [To Soph ] Look in my Face full upon ae, 

Soph. Why that tevere Look, Madam? 

L. Vr. To make you bluſh at your Apoſtacy. | 

Soph. Converts to Truth are no Apoſtates, Madam. 

L. Vr. Is this your Self-denial ? This your Diſtafle 
of odious Man? 1 

Soph. Madam, I have conſider'd well my Female 
State, and am now a Proſely te to that Philoſophy, whichſapy 
Nature makes naug ht in vain. 1 
* r. What's then become of your P/atonick $y- 

? | 

Soph. Diſſolved, evaporated, impracticable, and falls 
cious all : You'll own 1 have labour'd in the Experiment, 
but found at laſt, that to try Gold in a Crucible of Vi- 

in-Wax, was a mere Female Folly. | 

L. Wr. But how durſt you, Madam, entertain a Thought 
of Marriage without acquainting me ? 

Soph. Madam, I am now under this Gentleman! 
Protection; and from henceforth, think my Actions or- 
ly cognizable to him. ; 

L. Wr. Very fine ! 

Fran. Ay, ay, Madam, tis but fretting your Spleen to 
no purpoſe ; you have no Right to diſpoſe of either d 
thoſe Ladies: Sir Gi/bert's Conſent is what we depend 
upon; and as far as that can go, we ſhall make hold 
to inſiſt upon them both, Madam: and fo you mays 
well put your Paſſion in your Pocket, Madam. 

L. Vr. Inſupportable: 0 _. [Walks in Anget 


Wit. 
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Wit. Ha! ha ! well ſaid, Tommy ! What, art thou crack- 
brain'd fill, my Dear? How the Devil didſt thou come 
by Sir Cs Conſent ? What! he has not mortgag'd it 
wice over, has he ? but if he has, with all my Heart. I 
fancy we ſhall find a way to make his firſt d ftand 
ood kowever ; and that, I am ſure, I have here ſafe in 
my Pocket, Child. 

Fran. O that ſhall be tried preſently, Sir; and here he 
comes with the Lawyer for the purpole. 


Enter Sir Gilbert, avith a Lawyer. 


L Wr. Mr. Ir angle, what do you mean by this Uſage? 
How dare you ailrunt me thus? 

Sr Gib. 1 aFront you ! my Lady. | 

L. N. Ay, Sir, by bringing theſe Royiters hure, te 
infult me in my own Family. 

vir Gelb, Frankly ——— ſtand by me. 

Gran, Royſters! Madam. 

L. Vr. Sir, I am not ſpeaking to you—1 ay, Mr. 
frangle, how dare you do this? 

Sir Gi/b., Do, Madam! I don't do any thing, not TI; 
i the Gentlemen have done any harm, you hal bet tall 
them; I believe they have both Tongues in their 
Heads, and will be able to anſwer you. 

Fran. Ay, ay, Madam, if you have received any Injo- 
7 _ either of us, we are the proper Perioas to talk 
with yon. 

L Ar. What! will you ftand by, and tamely ſee 
ne abus d in my own Houſe ? 

vir Gi/b, Odzines, Madam, don't abuſe your felf ; the 
Gentlemen are civil Gentlemen, and Men of Honour ; 
ut if you don't know how to behave yourſelf to them, 
ltat's none of their Fault. 

L. Wr. Prodigious! behave my ſelf ! do you preſume 
v teach me, you rude illiterate Monſter ? 

vir Gi/b. Hold her faſt, pray, Gentlemen. 

Gran. [ Interone] Come, come, be compoſe l, Ma- 


am, contider lia Licle violent Emotions diſhogour your 


tuloloph.y. 


Sir Gi 4. 
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Sir Gib. Ay, Madam, if you are a Philoſopher, now 
let's ſee a Sample of it. 

L. Vr. Yes, Sir, I'll give you one Inſtance of it im- 
mediately ; before you ſtir out of this Room, I'll make 
you do Juſtice to this Gentleman, I'll make you keep 
your Contract, Sir. 

Sir Gib. Why, Madam, you need not be in a Paſſion 
about that; I don't deſign any other, I'll do hun Juſtice 
immediately. 

L. Vr. O] will you ſo? —— come then, where's the 
Decd, Sir? 

Wit. A hum! your humble Servant! how doſt thos 
do now, my little Tommy ? 

Fran. [I'll tell you preſently, Sir. 

— Ha ! ha! I gad thou art reſolv'd to die hard, [ 


Lawy. Here, Madam, this is the Deed; there is 
nothing wanting but the Blanks to be fill'd up with 
the Bridegroom's Name: Pray which is the Gents 


men ? 

L. Wy. Here, Sir, this is he put in Willa 
Witling, Eſq 

Sir Gib. Hold, Madam, two Words to that Bargain, 
that is not the Gentleman [| have reſolv'd upon. 


1 Mr. Come, come, Mr. Vrangle, don't be a Foil. 
I fay. 


Sir Gilb. And pray, Madam, don't you pretend to be 


wiſer than I am. 

L. Vr. What ſtupid Fetch have you got in your Hed 
now ? 

Wit. Heyday ! what time of the Moon is this? 
Why have not I your Contract here in my Hand, 
Sir Gilbert ? 

Sir Gi/b. With all my Heart, make your beſt ont; 


I'll pay the Penalty, and what have you to ſay now! 


And fo, Sir, [To the Lawyer.) I ſay put me in Thens 
Frankly, Eſq; 


L. Wr. Mr. Wrangle ! don't provoke me! do you 
know that the Penalty of your refuſing Mr. Viilig, u 


above ſix and twenty thouſand Pound Difference, * 
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Sir Gilb. Yes, Madam; but to let you ſee that I am 
not the Fool you take me for, neither ; there's that will 
ſecure me againit paying a Farthing of it. 

[o1r Gilb, Saut a Bond. 

L. Vr. What do you mean? 

Sir Gi. Why that this, Madam, is a Joint-Bond 
om Mr. Granger and Frankly, to indemnify me from 
yl Demands, Colts, and Conlequences of Mr. Witlins's 
Contract. [L. Wrang. peruſe; the Bond. 

Char. Now, Mr. IFit/::z, you fee upon what a ſhal- 
by Foundation Fand) built all his Vanity and AFG 
furance —— But, poor Man! he did not contider it was 
ftill in my power to marry you, tho' you had no Con- 
traRt at all with my Father. 

Wit. Right, my pretty Soul! I ſuppoſe he thought the 
Merit, and frank Air of this Bond, for ſooth, would have 
made you cock ſure to him; but I' let him ſee pre- 
ently, that I know how to pay a handſome Compliment 
oa fair Lady, as well as himſelf : I. gad, I will bite 
his Head off. | 

Char. Ay, do, Mr. I itling, you touch my Heart 
vith the very Thought of it. 

Wit. Ah! you charming Devil! 

L. Fr. [To Sir Gilbert.} Is this then your Expe- 
went? Is this your fordid. way af evadirg all Right 
and Juſtice? Go! ycu vile Scandal to the Board you 
ſit at; but you ſhall find that I have a ſuperior Senſe 
of Honour. And thus! thus! thus! I'll force yon to be 


[Tears the Band. 
Fran. Confuſion! 


Sir G:lb. Cons! Madam! what do you mean by this 
Outrage? _ 

L. Vr. Now where's ycur Security? Where is your 
le Evaſion now, Sir? what Trick? what Shift have 
you now to {ave vou? 

Sir G45. Frankly, On by me. 

Fran. Was ever ſuch a Devil ? 

Gran. Fear nothing Lil v-arrant you come, 
ar, don't be diſhcarter.'d, your Security. ihall be renew'd 
your Content: Let the Lawyer drew it up thi, In- 
E 3 (tazt., 
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ſtant, and I give my word of Honour to it e 
again before all this Company. PEW 


Sir G:4h. Sayſt thou ſo, my Lad, wh odſheart- 
likins Frankly, ſtand by me. 8 

Fran. Generous Granger / 

L. Ur. Let the Lawyer draw up any ſuch thing in 
my Houſe if he dares. 
Sm Nay, then, Madam, I'll ſee who dares moleſt 

m. 

Fran. I. gad. whoever does, ſhall have more than one 
to deal with. 

Sir Gi/þ. Well ſaid, ſtand your Ground — write 
away, Man. [To the Lawyer, 

Char. Now, Mr. Nirling. 

Wit. Nay, nay, if that's your Play, Gentlemen 
come, come, III ſhew you a ſhorter way to make an 


end of this matter and to let you ſee you are + 


all in the wrong Box, and that now I am ſecure of 
the Lady's Inclination, I think it a Diſhonour to her 
Beauty to make uſe of any other Advantage, than the 
naked Merit of her humble Servant. There, Sir Ci“ 
bert, there's your Contract back again, tear it, cancel 
it, or light your Pipe with it —— And My 
dam [To Charlotte, 

Char. Ay now, Mr. Witling, you have made me the 
happieſt Creature living! And now Mr. Lawyer —— 

Wit. Ay now, Gentlemen —— 

Char. Put in Thomas Frankly, Eſq; 

Wit. Fire and Brimſtone i 

Fran. Ay now, Mr. Witling —— 

Sir Gilb. Odſheart! in with him 

L. Vr. Come, come, Mr. Wrangle. — 

Sir Gib. Ooons ! Wife, be quiet — . 

L. V. Wife ! What am I abus'd! inſulted then! 

Sir Gi/5, Ah Charlotte ! let me hug thee ! and 
buſs thee ! and bleſs thee to death! But here, Hully' 
= a pair of Lips that will make better Work with 

ee 

Wit. Bit by the Powers? 


Char. 
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Char. Nay, don't fay that of me, Mr. Within ; 
Was even all your own doing: for you can't re- 
me with having once told you I ever loved, 
or liked you : How then could you think of marry- 


me? 
Wit. Not reproach you, Madam? Oons and Death! 
Did you not as good as 
Fran. Hold, Sir, when you ſpeak to my Wife, I 
muſt beg you to ſoften the Tone of your Voice a 
lule. 


Wit. Heyday ! what a Pox muſt not Loſers have 
leave to ſpeak neither? 

Fran. No, no, my dear Billy, thou art no Loſer at 
all ; for you have made your Call, you ſee — and 
ww have fairly had your Refuſal too. 

Wit. Ha! ha! that's pleaſantly {aid however, I gad! 
] can't help laughing at a good thing though, tho“ I 
am half ready to hang my ſelf. 

Fran. Nay then, Witling, henceforth I'll allow thee a 
Man of Parts, tho“ at the fame time you mult grant 
me, there ace no Fools like your Wits: But fince thou 
haſt Wit enough to laugh at thy ſelf, I think nobody 
elſe ought to do it. 

Wit. Why then, dear Tom, I give you Joy : for, to 
fay the truth, I believe I was a little over-haſty in 
this matter: But, as thou ſay'ſt, he that has not Wit 
72 * himſelf 1 — a Fool, » * danger 

ing Fool enough, to nobody think him a 
Wit bur himself 

Fran. [To L. Wr.] And now, Madam, were it but 
poſſible to deſerve your Pardon. 15 

L. Wy. I fee you know my Weakneſs — — Sub- 
miſſion muſt prevail upon a generous Nature 
] forgive you. 

Sir Gi/b, Why, that's well ſaid of all ſides: And now 
Jeu are part of my Family, Gentlemen, [I'll tell you a 


- Neret that concerns your Fortunes — Hark you —— 


n one word — fell ſell out as faſt as you can: 
br (among Friends) the Game's up — ask no Que- 
— but, I tell you, the Jeſt is over —— but 


Money 
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Money down! (d'ye oblerve me) Money down! don't 
meddle for Time : for the Time's a coming, when 
thoſe that buy will not be able to pay; and ſo the De- 
vil take the hindmolt, and Heaven bleſs you all to. 


gether. 
Gran. And now, Sophronia, ſet we forward to the 
promi:'d Land of Love. 
Soph. In vin againſt the Force of Nature's Law, T 


Wauld rigid Morals keep our Hearts in awe; 
All our loft Labours of the Brain but prove, 
in Life, there's no Philo/5poy like Lore. 


EPT. 


9 


EPILOGUE. 


HE Time is come the Roman Bard foreteld, 

A Brazen Year ſucceeds an Age of Geld; 
4 4D 
When ſpecious Books were open d for undoing, 
4 Engliſh Hands, in Crouds, ſub/crib'd their Ruin. 
lane Months ago, who ever could ſuppoſe, 
4 Guofequill Race of Rulers ſhould have raſe, 
Thave made the warlike Britons groan beneath their 

Baut. | 

boil, that never yet beheld the Sun, 5 
h foreign Arms, or Civil Fars, unknown, | 
| Theſe trembling Miſcreants, by their Wiles, have done. 
Thus the fierce Lion, whom no Force coul foil, 
b Fillage-Curs is baited in the Toil. 
lirgive the Muſe then, if ber Scenes were laid 
Mere your fair Pofſeſſions were betray'd; 
lie tek the fitting For m, as Fame then ran, 
Mil a Director ſeem'd an honeſt Mean : 
lu were ſhe from his preſent Form to take him, 
What a huge gorging Monſter muſt ſhe make bim? 
tw would bis Paunch with Golden Ruin feel! ? 
L. Thal Fami lies devouring at a Meal? 


What 


EPILOGUE. 


What motley Humour in a Scene might flotv, 

Were we theſe Upſtarts in their Arts to ſhow ? 

When their high Betters at their Gates | ae waited, 

And all to beg the Favour to be Cheated ; 

Ewen that Favour, (or they're by Fame bet d, 

To raiſe the Value of the Cheat, deny d. 

And while Sir John wwas airing on his Prancers, 

He'as let his Cookmaid to give Peers their Anſwers, 

Then Clerks in Berlins, purchas'd by their Cheats, 

That ſplaſh their walking Betters in the Streets. 

And while, by Fraud, their native Country's h, 

Cry, Drive you Dog, and give your Horſes Guld : 

Even Jews no Bounds of Luxury refrain, 

But bail their Chriftian Hams in ture Champaign. 
Till then, the Guilty, that bave caus'd theſe Timer, 

Feel a ſuperior Cenſure for their Crimes ; 

Let all, whoſe Wrongs the Face of Mirth can bear, 

Enjoy the Muſes Vengeance on them here. 
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Spoken by Mr. W/ TIL KS. 


HEN Roman Arms their Hoſtile Terrars hurPFd, 
Ard march'd in Triumph o'er the Conquer'd Ward; 
When Plunder d Provinces in Ruins mourn'd, 
tid Captive Kings the Victor's Carr adnrn'd : 
When proud Patricians gave whole Realms arvay, 
hd Crown'd their Vailals with Imperial Sway : 
No Wonder, then, the ſame Ambitious Lnrds, 
bir Want of Foes, drew on themſolves their Swords. 
Pompey and Ceſar ruPd that Harl they Qin, 
Fill each determin'd to be Lord alone: 
Bence Flam'd that Fire, whoſe Civil Rage dert d 
le plorious Liberty their Sires enjoy'd : 
Parfalia's Field at length decides the Dos. 
hid rave Mankind, to Cuiar's Arms, 2 
Tous flood their State, when vangui/ ! Pompey H 
Im Calar's Sword, to ak Egyptian Aid. 
ere ftarts our Play, and into Afin draws 
lat Fate befel the pity'd Pompey's Cauſe : 
4 Charge well worthy of an abler Muse; 
but none, 4 Poſt, for being tos good, refuse! 
Warm'd by the Subject, and by Roman Fire, 
Our Bard gives all that Lucan cou'd ini 
It what avails his baaſted Care and Pains, 
Hile Gothick Ta/te 2 to labour d Scenes, 


the mute Exploits of Motley Harlequins? 
Others, 2 in the Politer Throng, 
Wybe better 


ave been pleas'd, had Cœſar dung. 

Far be 't from us to queſtion your Deli bt! 

b be, at Pleaſure, wrong, is Engliſh Right / 

7 gin for boaſted Freedom you declare. 

Ualeſs you keep the Liberty ta Err! 

nce then rank Farce is groxun A Tajie ſo new, 

wonder we exhibit Nonſenſe tos 
the are but Beginners there, ave'!! drudze, 
entertain as law as Crouds can jud;t ! 


A 3 i 


PROLOGUE. 


bile plain October can feture their Votes, 

If hy /hou'd we ſpill Champaign on vulgar Threats Þ 
Heowwe'er, to-night (by ſuch gro/s Scenes betray'd) 
He call the Roman Julius to car Aid: 

On Yeu it lies to ſave the Cauſe of Verſe, 

nd give the Palm to Tragedy or Farce. 


Dramatis Perſons. 


MEN. 
Julius Ceſar. Mr. Booth, 
— 8 /ar's Lieutenants, ” Nr 
Decius, i Mr. Williams, 
Prolomey, King of Xgypt. Mr. Cibber, Jun, 
Photius, Mr, Malls, 
Achillas, ; 
— N His Counſellors. Nor, . * 
Septimius, Mr. Bridgwate. 
Achoreus, Mr. Cibber, Sen. 
Firſt e Mr. Roberts. 
Second Mr. Thur mond. 


WOMEN. 


Cernelia, the Relict of Pompey, Mrs. Porter. 

Cleopatra, Siſter to Ptolomey. Mrs. Oldfield. 

Charmion, her Attendant. Mrs. Williams. 
Centurions, Mutineers, Guards and Attendants. 


SCENE, ALEXANDRIA in Agypt- 
CASAR 


CESAR I AKG YP. 


EL 


Nulla fades unguam miſeres eligit amicos. IL.uc lib. 8. 


— 
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PHOTINUS, ACHILL AS. 


PrHoTINnNus. 


pt. 
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UR fertile Fgypr, now, no more ſhall. 
| groan, 

Beneath the Ravage of inteſtine War, 
Nor, from the Conteſts of divided Sway, 
Rebellion have th' Excuſe of Anarchy. 

Our plenteous Nile, now flows for 

Ptolomey ! 

Clopatra, by his Arms reduc'd, 

eiyes her Empire bounded, by this Palace: 

te, like a Criminal of State, confin'd, 

ſtoeps for Favouts, where ſhe once beſtow'd them. 

dil, And yet ſo equal, fo unchang'd her Spirit, 
ſeems not to deſire, or not thave loſt 

Throne: The ſame majeſtick gracious Smile 

ays in her Eye, inſenſible of Foes, 

ſeeming not to know them. 

ho. All diſſembled ! 

a'd up in Courts, ſhe knows to mask her Malice; 

A 4 But 
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But were ſhe looſe again to Power, this Head, 

That honeſtly projected her Confinement, 

VW uid be the earlieſt Victim of her Vengeance, 
Achil. "Tis true, my Lord; and that one Point 

conſider'd, 

Why is her Verge of Liberty ſo large? 

Why is ſhe ſufter'd ſtill to train along 

This lofty Palace, with her Crouds attending ? 

To revel in the bow'ry Shades, to range 

The ſportive Foreſt, and command its Pleaſures } 

To ſpread her filken Toils beneath the Stream? 

With tow'ring Falcons to diſtreſs the Dove? 

Or like Diana, with her Wood-nymphs grac'd, 

To mount the breathing Hille, and ſweep the Vale, 

Chacing with cheorful Horn, the Stag, the Boar? 
Pho, Thou know'ſt, Achullas, ſhe's the Pcople's 

Idol; 

Over whoſe Hearts, her Eyes uſurp an Empire! * 

Conſcicus of Beauty, ſhe delights to pleaſe, 4 

And when in publick View ſhe moves, 

Her radiant Charms attra& their Adoration ! oy 

Then from her Speech, ſuch melting Muſick flows, Ou 

Nor more her Words, than tuneſul Voice perſuade, | In 
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Therefore too cloſe Reſtraint were dangerous: Thi 
This Shew of Freedom will amuſe the Commons, Wh 
Who pierce not to th' Abridgment of her Sway; Thi 
Put were they witerly refus:d her Sight, Thi 
Or but her lovely Perſon hardly treated; By 
The Force of gt wou'd not curb their Rage, Pha 
Nor F:iclom:y were ſafe upon his Throne. Ane 

Acl il. Tis not the murm' ring Multitude I fear, All 
But powerful Rome's Reſentment wakes my Thouglt; | Arg 
How may the jealous Senate bear this Change? I ceſ 
Whoſe awful Voices have decreed, that both Wil 
Siſter and Brother, as the late King's Will Ang 


Bequeath'd, ſhould equal hold the Keins of Empire! Pp 
Nor will, I fear, great Pompey brook her Treatment, 


Who ſtands alike the Guardian of them both. 1 Our 


CESAR in Fgypt. '9 


pho. Pomtey and Rome have weightier Cares at 
| Home. 

The Storm of civil War, now rai-'4 by Ceſar, 

int | Withdraws their Inſolence from for-ign Re Vs, 
To waſte their Valour on their proper Suby.c: ! 
Their diſtant Care of us, is but their Pride, 

And Wantonneſs of Power; inteſtine Jars 

May humble them to Juſtice, and reduce 

Their Empire to its old Italian Bounds, 

Or ſay, that on Pharſalia's dreadful Plain, 

(Where now theſe rival Lions hourly watch 

Each other as their Prey) Conqueſt ſnou'd give 

The Roman World to Pompey, or to Ca/ar; 

, Twill then be Time enough, when we are ſur? 
Whoſe Nod we mult obey, to change our Neaſures! 
le's Achil. Behold the King! and in his yout..ful Ea 
Some Joy unuſual ſparkles into Triumph. 


Enter Ptolomey with an open Letter. Septimius, 
Achoreus following. 


Ptol. O Photinus! Oſiris now has heard 

„ Our Vows! at length this Miſtreſs of the Earth, 

e. Imperious Rome, has loſt her Liberty! 

This haughty Dame that gave her Laws to Monarchs, 
Whoſe private Citizens durſt proudly vaunt 

Their Scorn of Crowns, and boaſt of ſcepter'd Vaſlal: ; 
This wanton R-me, impregnated With ower, 

By civil Di cord teems her own eſtruction: 
Pharſatia's Field his ien the World to Ceſar; 

And Fomtey 1s © Fugitive in A Y pt. 


All His late run s, Lawrel, and Renown, 

z\t; | Are now th Spoiis, and grace die Brotes of 7. ſar, 
Ceſar, who warm with njuries, an eine, 
Will well aver. to Cave of llighted K , 

} And bend the ck + ome to one vict ri us Lud, 
re: Pio, hen ur Gpp ers frei Une ters they 
ts mpus d, 
hs Our Chains are !iglin'd y i Loads they bear. 
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Itol. We who are deom'd to wear precarious 
Crowns, 
With leſs Regret, ſhall pay our Homage to 
A King, than an inferior proud Republick! 
Pho. But you were ſpeaking, Sir, of pompeys 
Flight, 
And, as I think, of his Arrival here! 
Pto!. The Remnant of his Fleet, three ſhatter'd 
Barks, 
Now anchor in our Port ; where with his fair, 
His ſad Cornelia, and ſome few Dependents, 
Who ſhare the hopeleſs Fortunes of Pharſa ia, 
He waits upon our Will; having firſt ſent 
On Shore a Friend, with this Addreſs to ask 
Protection, and if poſſible our Aid to check 
'The Courſe of Ceſar, and inforce the War. 
There, more at large you'll read, how unſecure 
Gives them the Leto. 
Is all the tow'ring Strength of human Glory. 
Acho. He tells us here, that Parthia's warlike 
King 
(Whoſe Conqueſt over Craſſus is ſo fam'd,) 
Had offer'd to receive him; but himſelf 
Aſſur' d his Fortunes more Relief in Egypt, 
Where his late Service to your royal Father, 
He knows, will be remember'd in his Welcome. 
Priol. Pis true, when bold Rebellion preſs'd my 
Father, 
Pompey procur'd the Senate's timely Aid, 
Which cruſh'd the Tumult, and confirm'd his Throne; 
And Benefits conferr'd on Dignity diſtreſt, 
Entail their Obligation on its Heirs, 
Bur Pompey, in that utmoſt Exigence, 
Tho' generous, was not more a Fri:nd than Ceſar; 
Whoſe thouſand 'Talents from his private Store, 
Advanc'd, gave Lite, and Sinews to our Cauſe! 
Thus ſtands my doubtful Gratitude divided: 
Fompey's Miztortunes plead for our Relic; 


But 


Zut 


CASAR in MFgypr. 11 


h Ceſar's Greatneſs warns us to abjure him: 
To make a Foe of Ceſar now were frautick 
Virtue ; 

And to deſert a Friend's Diſtreſs — ignoble. 

Hard-fated Choice! muſt I, to fave my Crown, 

Yield up this hunted Pemmpey's Head to Ceſar ? 

Or (faving Pompey) make my Crown his Prey? 

What then can guard me, but your riper Wiſdom ? 

Your Counſel, Lords, is now my laſt Reſource, 

do ſhield your Prince from R in, or Diſhonour. 
Acho, To guard your Crown, Sir, is our eldeſt Duty: 

gut what are Crowns that are not worn with Honour ? 

We grant, the Obligations of your State 

To Pompey, and to Ceſar's Friendſhip, equal; 

Yet, as one only begs immediate Payment, 

Pmpey's Diſtreſs ſeems here to turn the Scale, 

And weighs up conſcious Honour to relieve hing, 

Ceſar makes no Demand upon your Crown; 

His proſperous Arms not ask, but give Support: 

& worſt, his thouſand Talents might be paid; 

Then are you unconfin'd, in Gratitude ; 

Then Sir, what's due to Pomp y, boars no Que/ition. 

If tis objected, Ceſar may reſent 

Your Favours to his mortal Foe; "tis true, 

If ſo —— my Counſel were moſt hazardous: 

Jut who, what Enemy can ſay of C, 

That he provok'd him, by an Act of Honour ? 

How is he fam'd for Mercy to his Foes ? 

Then will he not forgive a friendly Error, 

Vhoſe Motive his th' Excute of Gratitude ? 

In ſhou'd you offer Violence to Pomtey, 

ow may great Ceſar t de Advantage of 

Tour Crime, and build his Fame upon your Ruin? 

Therefore my Thouglits alviſe you, Sir, be gratetu!, 

apply the Wants of bomben, and protect him: 

appeal to Ce/ar's Honour, and you gain him; 

lu Pompey's injur d Life were {uch an Ac, 

& neither Gods would bear, nor Ceſar pardon. 


P.. 
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5 
7, Sir, has ſpoke, as well becomes 

{iis bo, turion, and a ftaitiuul Subject: 
| he far the Laws of Policy 

, warrant what his Wiſdom has advanc'd, 
1 ov.n, with me, as Yet, is undetermin'd, 
Car les Virtue but he wants not Art: 
And tllo' no doubt he wiſhes Pompey dead, 
Nay, in his Heart, wou'd bleſs the Hand that ſmote 

him 5 

Yet theſe are Thoughts his Glory muſt conceal, 
Therefore who knows, but Pompey's Death reveng d, 
Night be the Mask his Joy wou'd chute to wear! 
It io, the Death of Pompey might undo us: 
Puc when again we weigi it, as the End, 
The Summit, and the Ciown of Cefar's Conqueſls; 
V. hea we reflect, that they who give Repoſe, 
And full Security to Cæſar's Power, 
Can never be themſelves unlafe then, Sir, 
The eath of Poxpey is the Life of Ægypt. 

P:ol. Your Sentiments, Sefptimins ? 

Lett. Sir, my Sword 
©peal:s me, I am unfit for grave Debates; 
Aleman born, my Science has been War: 
My Services, by Pompey's Scorn o'erlook'd, 
Have chang'd my thanklefs native Soil far Egypt, 


note intereſts now my Heart's laſt Blood ſhall ſerve 


I' 2 gy» then is loſt, Septimius is an Exile; : 
And what can AÆgygt fave, but Cæſar's Friendſhip? 
Vhat gain that Friendſhip, but ycur Hate to Pome): 
V/hat prove that Hatred real, but his Head? 
Which trembling on a Spear, to Ceſar's View, 
Crowns all his Toils, for, then, unrivall'd Empu?. 
Ceſar knows Men, and bears no lukewarm Friend; 
With him, who ſtands ſuſpected, is condemn'd: 
De cauuous, Sir, he is not ſerv'd by halves! 

As then Sincerity muſt gain his Heart; 


Ne 


| 
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do muſt we ſtrike our Daggers home, to Pompey's. 
H your ęyttian Reſolution faints, 
T have a Roman Arm, that wants Employment ; 
The Blame, or Merit of the Deed be mine; 
ind while tis mine alone, Fame ſhall confeſs, 
Prmpey, like Rome her ſelf, cou'd oniy fall 
Romans. 
Acho, Iſis and Oſiris guard us! 
Ptol, Your Voice, Photinus, now concludes our 
Meaſures! 
Shall Egypt league with Pompey, or with Ceſar ? 
Pho, I grant your Kingdom, Sir, to each indebted ; 
Pantey begs for Payment: Ceſar expects it. 
If you fail Pompey, Pompey may r proach you. 
If you flight Cæſar, Ceſar can revenge it. 
Pompey's Relief demands your certain Ruin! 
Ciſs's Ambition will expect his Head. 
To talk of Obligations, Gratitude, 
And Honour balanc'd with a Nations Safety, 
Better befits the dreaming Sanctity 
Of Anchorets, than Vigilance of Monarchs! 
When Empires are at Stake, nothing is Juſt, 
Or Great, but what implicitly maintains 'em. 
Pompey 1s routed and in Compliment 
Invites us to partake his Ruin. Gods! 
Becauſe he ſav'd us once, does he conclude 
He therefore has a Right to our Deſtruftion ? 
For now to aid him, gainſt the Arms of Ceſar,” 
Were to reuew the Giants War with Heaven. 
What Laws of Nations, Juſtice, or of Hon ur, 
What Contracts, Leagues, or Treaties bind us down, 
To prop thi, falling Pompey with our Bones, 
To be by Ce r cruſſid, and trampled into Aſhes? 
No, Sir, the Ruin Pompey brings, repe! 
Upon his Head ! joyn you the Cauſe, the Gods 
Have oe and turn your Sword on Ceſar's Foes ! 
One Blow :« ares his Friendſhip, and your Crown ! 
lf not for Egypt, ſtrike for Ptolomey. 


Conſider 
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Conſider your divided Title, Sir, ; for 
Your Royal Siſter's Claim, her Proyocations ! Het 
Her Arts! her female Spleen, and Beauty! wh 
Dreſſing her Wrongs in Tears, and Ceſar amorous! | He 
Her ſoft Complainings blowing him to Flames! | To 
Will he refuſe to right ſo fair a Suitreſs? But 
At leaſt, Sir, give him not Pretence t' inforce f 
Your Father's Will, or what were worſe, Wh 
T' inveſt her ſolely with the ſov'reign Pow'r, f 
And veil his Veng'ance in an Act of Juſtice. And 


Were Pompey dearer to my Heart than Life; 
Rather than ſerve my Siſter's haughty Pride, 
My Rage, like Thunder, in the Port ſhou'd ſink him And 
Achillas, and Septimius, you obey P 
The Orders of Photinus ——— hark, your Ear! 

[Whiſpering apart, 1k 


Ptol, No more ! that Thought embitters all Remorſe. | 
C 


Acho. Nay, then the horrid Reſolution's fix'd! To 
My farther Counſel will be uſeleſs here! 0 
Hence then, to Royal Cleopatra haſte, 

With Pomtey's Fate alarm her nobler S ul, The 
And try what Terrors may be form'd, to fave him, Tha 
[ 4ſode.] Exit, | 

Ph. Delay may give him Doubts of his Recep- | : 

tion; N 
He may retreat, and hoiſt his Sails for Aſia. You 
The preſent Hour's too precious to be loſt ; Ver 
In Execution of diſtreſsful Meaſures, 0 
*T is Expedition gives them Life and Luſtre. Aue 

Pto/, You then Achillis and Septimius haſte, Ie 
Take to your Aid the Parties you have nam'd; And 
Ruſh onthe Inſtanr, to a deathleſs Fame, Why 
And give Repoſe to gt. P, 

Sept. And to Pompey. [Fxeunt Achil. and Sept, | 9% 

Frol, The Reſolution fix'd recalls my Spirit! — 
I am again my ſelf! ſet free! I reign! 0 
Conclude we then that Pompey is no mare, — 


And that his Death buries my Siſter's Claim: 


For 


t. 


or 


l 
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for bow ſoe er on Ceſar ſhe relies, 

Her Right had ſtronger Hope from Pompey's Aid, 

whoſe Friendſhip to my Father was ſo firm, 

He undertook, as Warden of his Will, 

To place my Siſter on the Throne, my Equal! 
now * | 

pho, Thoſe Glories with her Champion periſh! 

Whoſe Head ſecures you in the Heart of Ceſar. 
Prol. But ſee my Siſter; in her Look, Surprize, 

And wild Emotion eager to be heard, 


Enter Cleopatra. 


Cleo. Sir, I'm inform'd, great Pompey is arriy'd, 
And that your Council pauſes to receiye him. 

Pro. Your Voice and Geſture, Madam, ſpeak Re- 

proach , | 

Which neither fits your State to give, or mine 

To bear: Kings are accountable to none. 

Clio. To more than Subjects, by the Laws cf Ho. 

nour : 

Their Luſtre ſtands on Eminencies fixt, 

That the inferior World may gaze, and cenſure! 

How vain is Glory, when it gives not Wonder! 

How mean is Majeſty, that dares be thankl is! 

Prol, Your Cares tor Pmpey are at my Expence, 
Your Bounty's great, for want of Pow'r to give: 
Vere Egypt yours, your Virtue wou'd have Bounds. 

Ceo, Were not your Virtue limited, my Pow'r 
And Right in Zgypr wou'd to yours be equal. 
| ſend, at leaſt, to Pompey's Aid, my Wiſhes, 

And that's a Merit which your Greatneſs wants. 
Why go you not in Perſon to receive him ? 

Prol, I know my ſelf, and know the State of Permpey. 
Yumins and Acillas have their Orders. 

Cleo. Are thoſe fit Agents for your Gratitude ? 

e you not your Crown to Pomey's Favour ? 

Pto. ge due, what may, to him now Ceſar claims it. 

Cleo, Can you forget ſuch godlike Benefits: 


U 


T. 
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Ptol, Was Ceſar's Gold out-weigh'd by Pam 
Speeches: a * 
Has Ceſar leſs Demands on Gratitude, 
Becauſe he can confirm the Crown he ſav'd! 
Cleo. But hapleſs Pompey, not reliev'd, muſt periſh! 

Ptol. And if reliey'd, you'll make my Peace with | 

Ceſar ! 
Fair Siſter, you may ſpare your Interceſſions, 
They're loſt on one, that knows their Motive! 
You live in Hope, that Pomtey's Fortunes may 
Retrieve your own; you think him bound Yenforcs 
My Father's Will, and therefore wiſh him Pow'r; 
This is the thin Diſguiſe your Virtue wears! 
Hence flows this Torrent of Beneyolence ! 
But, Madam, know, the Wiles of your Ambition, 
With Pompey's Hopes, may periſh in the Port! 

Cleo. Immortal Gods! and dare you own the Tres. 

ſon ? ; 

Pol. | glory in the Deed, that guards my Crown, 
And levels your Preſumption to Obedience. 

Cleo. Obedience to Superiors muſt be due; 

And who, in Ægypt, is the Queen's Superior? 

The Force, and Fortune of injurious Arms, 

"Tis true, have robb'd me of my Regal Power: 

But my Soul's Empire is in Me alone. 

That ſoars above the Reach of Violence, 

And from its Heighth, with Scorn regards your 
Triumph. 

Ptol. Be, then, that mighty Monarch of your Mind; 
Rage on, and ſhew how ill you govern there, 

While I content my ſelf with ruling #gype. 

Cleo. Firſt, Sir, redeem your ſelf from Slavery! 
From the pernicious Counſellors that (way you! 
That, thro' the Heart of Pompey ftrike at me: 
That with falſe Politicks miſlead your Youth, 

To brand our A get with eternal Intamy ! 
Pho. thotinus, Madam, dares avow the Counſel, 
Cleo. 1 ſpoke, Sir, to the King; when J deſcent. 


N 
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To you, then take with me that Liberty. 
pftol. Paſs it, my Friend; the Inſult is to me. 

ho. Therefore a Subject leſs might bear ir, Sir. 

Prol. I grant, her earlier Birth ſhou'd give Example; 
But female Imperfections mult be born. 
che finds her Hopes of Empire loſt with Pompey. 

Cleo. 1 ſcorn the Thought, If latereſt were my 

View, 
1 ſhou'd not plead for Pompey, but for Cæſar ! 

Ptel. Your ſecret Views are to your ſelf beſt known. 
To me they ſeem perplext, and intricate, 

Cleo. Since you provoke me then, receive a Secret, 
That will, at once, confound your barb'rous Counſels, 
And make your Merit in loſt Po-ey's Blood, 

Hateful to Cæſar, as to Gods, and me. 
P;ol, Diſcharge this Thunder then; I ſtand pre- 
par'd, 
And ready for the Bolt. 
Cleo. Attend, and tremble. 
When rude Rebellion ſeiz'd on Royal Pow'r, 
And drove cur exil'd Father from his Tyrone; 
To Rome, as to his only Hope, (as now 
Pompey to Tgypt flies) he fled for Succour: 
And to incite the Senate's nobler Pity, 
My ſelf and you attended his Diſtreſſes. 
Your Age was unſuſceptible of Care, 
hut mine (or Flattery deceiv'd me well) 
Bioom'd in full Feauty, and attracted Hearts: 
Yet of my C ongueſts I ſhall boaſt but one: 
Ceſar pretended Love: 1 urg'd him to a Proof: 
He gave the nobleſt : he reſtor'd our yet. 
Pompey was then his Friend; him Ceſar wrought 
At my Deſire, t'engage the Senate's Aid: 
The Eloquence of I mpey had Succeſs : * 
This gen'rous Deed! (O dreadful piteous Thought !) 
Was che laſt Product of their fading Friendſhip. 
lut Ceſar ſtopt not there! the Senate's Aid 
Vas but a publick Act; his opening Heart 
Pour'd 
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Pour'd out his private Treaſure with his Love, 

And from the Bounty of that ſecret Flame, 

We reap'd the Profit of ſuppreſs'd Rebellion. 

My conſcious Father, on this Truth reflectin 

Thought Half, at leaſt, was due to her that ſav'd 

The Whole, and ther. fore at his Death bequeath'd 

Me equal Sway, Coheireſs of his Throne: 

While you, unknowing of his noble Motive, 

Reproach his Memory with partial Care, 

And make my Right, by Force of Arms, your Spoil. 
Ptol, Huw plauſible ſoe'er this Tale may ſeem, 

Yet, Madam, in my Senſe, it ill agrees 

With Ceſar's Love, and your Concern for Pompey, 
Cleo. Of that, be Ce/zr judge. To you at leaſt 

It proves, that I prefer iny Fame to Empire, 

But ſince your Tutors, ir, have humbler Views, 

Purſue the Ruin ! have warn'd you of. 

Send your Aſſaſſins forth on Caeſar's Foes, 

And buy his Friendſhip with an Act of Horror! 

While for the Fity I avow for Pempey, 

On me fall all the Bolts of Ceſar's Rage! 

Boaſt you your Merit, and of me complain, 
Then ſee, from what great Ceſar ſhall ordain, 
Which moſt deſerves, the King or Queen, to reign, 

[ Exit, 
Ptol. Was ever form'd ſo fierce, untam'd a Spirit? 
Phot. Confuſion and Amazement ſeize my Senſe! 

It muſt be Fiction all! is ſhe not Woman? 

Her Spleen has forg'd this Secret: for if true, 

How cou'd her Sex's Pride ſo long conceal it ? 

Prol, And yet what Profit cou'd the Fiction yield? 
Phot. That anſwers all! it has Foundation! 

"Tis well we've Time to arm againſt her Power. 
Pto!, Suppoſe the Fate of Pompey were deferr'd! 
Phot, If that were Merit, it will now be hers! 

Nor cou'd your Crown be ſure from her Reward' 

Ambition is the only Power that combats Love. 

And ſince, howe'er we're dazzl'd with his Virtue, | 

Pompe) » 
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Pompey" 5 ſure Death is Ceſar's warmer Wiſh; 

With Pompey's Head, we muſt ſupplant her Beauty, 
ptol. It muſt------Neceſlity will have it ſo! 

Or Pompey, now, or Egypt is no more: 

My Kingdom, like a Bark diſtreſs'd at Sea, 

Muſt, in the common Danger, know no Right, 

Value, or Property, in cumbrous Treaſure, 
But when the Freight deſtroy'd a People faves, 
We undiſt inguiſh'd plunge it ia the Waves. 


ACT 
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— Viftoribus ipſis 
Dedecus, & nunquam ſuperùm caritura pudore 
Fee — — Lucan. lib. 8. 


ä 
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Cleopatra, Charmion; and Phetinus meeting them. 


3 — 


CLErEOpPATRA, 


INCE when, was this Enlargement of 
your Power? 
To ſeize a slave, you knew employ'd 
by me? | 
Haye you your Maſter's Order, for this 
Treatment ? 
Phot. | need no ſpecial Order for my Duty: 
What I have done, III anſwer to the King: 
In Times of auger, ſafety is our Law: 
Were Treaſons only to be cruſh'd in Form, 
Traytors wou'd ſoon defy their Puniſhment. 
Cleo. Traytors! 
Phot. Madam, I call that Slave a Traytor, 
That durſt betray the Counſels of his Prince! 
I knew ycu reſtleſs, in the Cauſe of Pompey, 
Aud therefore had my Eye upon your Conduct. 
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[ knew, if Pompey had Advice tofly, 
You only durſt attempt to give it him: 
This Letter intercepted, proves my Fears 
Were juſtly grounded: Ceſar and the King 
Will judge, by this, how much your ſerve their Iat'reſts. 
Cleo. I tell thee, Slave, if thou art judg'd by Ceſar, 
Head ſtands forfeit to thy Inſolence - 
' Phot. Ceſar admits no female Counſellors. 
Cleo, Dares then thy ſcurril Tongue avoid my 
, Preſence [ Exit Phot, 
Char. Excuſe a Heart concern'd for your Repoſe. 
» | But ſince depriv'd of Power avenge your Wrongs, 
Why ſhou'd your vain Reſentment urge your Foes, 
To offer more? This Scorn you ſhew Phorins;, 
| Who, at his Pleaſure, ſways the ductile King, 
; Will but incenſe him to abuſe that Influence, 
And add by freſher Inſults to his Triumph. 
Cleo. I mock the ſhort-liv'd Power, that dares in- 
ſult me! 
For know, my Charmion, Caeſar's on our Coaſts! 
Spite of their Spies, and Vigilance of State, 
From his own Hand, this Morn have I receiy'd 
of | Advice, he brings his Legions into Ægypt! 
That his indulgent Stars, by Pompey's Flight, 
4 Now l:ad him, where his firft Ambition calls, 
To crown his Conqueſts, by a Wreath from me. 
ie I weigh not, whether true, or feign'd his Flame; 
Me it ſuffices, 'tis the Style of Love. 
Make him, ye Gods! but capable of Paſlion, 
And leave the forming of his Heart to me! 
Char, Still more amazing ! can you ever hope, 
That Ceſar will be won, by your Defiance? 
Your open and avow'd Concern for Pompey /! 
Vhich now this Letter, will, produc'd, confirm, 
Will C2/ar make a Miſtreſs of his Foe 2 
Of one that wou'd arm Zgypt to oppoſe him, 
And, by the did of Pompey, blaſt his Lawrels ? 
Cleo, Alas, my Charmian, thou'rt unskill'd in Heroes! 
} | Love 
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Love there is born, but from ſuperior Virtue! 
Think'it thou, a Caſar's Soul can &er be moy'd, 
But by a Heart, ambitious as his own? 
As jealous, as tenacious of its Glory? 
Shou'd I, to ſerve his Intereſts, injure Pompey, 
His ſword might ſpare, but Honour wou'd deſpiſe me, 
No! to deſerve him, he ſhall find me grateful, 
My juſt Concern for Pomjey, though his Foe, 
Demands his Admiration, not Refentment, 
Soon is the Lover loſt, we fear to loſe; 
But while, for Pompey's Sake, I brave that Danger, 
Caſar will envy, what a lower Mind 
Wou'd hate. But fee, the holy Prieſt returns; 
I ſent him to enquire of Pomtey's Doom. 

Enter Achoreus. 
O ſpeak, Achereus, what thy Looks preſage! 
Hew have the Gods diſpos'd of hapleſs Pompey ? 

Acho. O! that my Age had never ſeen this Day! 
Or that Pharſaiia's Field had left no Blood 
In Caſar's Foes, to ſtain the Shores of Zeypr / 

Cleo. Give me the whole, and blend my Tears with 

thine, 

Acho. Hear then the Fate of Pompey, and deplore! 
When, from his Ships, he ſaw the ſpacious Beach 
Cover'd with gazing Crowds, and at their Front, 
Our ſhining Troops, in ſtately Order rang'd; 
The martial Muſick founding from cur Gallies, 
With gaudy Streamers making from the Port, 

His quickning Eye confeſt a new-born Joy! 
Concluding that our grateful King defign'd, 

In Perſon, and with Honours, to receive him. 

But when, at length, he found but one poor Boat 
Sent forth, fill'd only with a choſen Guard; 

And thoſe without the King, to grace his Welcome; 
Eis Fate he ſaw, yet wou'd rot ſeem to fee; 
Silent he ſtood, with Eyes reſign'd, and dauntleſs; 
Cr anxious only for Cornelia's Fears; 

Tursie g to whom, in Care-concealing Smiles, 


«« Compole 
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re Compoſe thy Heart, he cry'd ; my telf alone 

.« Will tempt the doubtful Gratitude Zeype 

« Where, if I fall, thy Flight may yet revenge me: 

« In Africk, ſtill, our firm Allies make head, 

« Thy Father, and my Sons, enforc'd by Juha: 

« There will thy Fortune find a kinder Welcome! 

« Or if the Gods refuſe their Arms Succeſs, 

« Cato will ewn our Cauſe, tho* Gods forſake it. 

Cleo. Ol thou haſt giv'n Cornelia's Pangs to me! 
Acho. During this Conflict of their mighty Hearts, 

The Skiff, that bore the bloody Crew, drew near 

From whence, Septimius, to diſguiſe their Purpoſe, 

I'm” Reman Language hail'd him Emperor 

« Deſcend, Great Sir, he cry'd; this thallow Bark 

Avoids the Sands, that bar our larger Veſlels ; 

« This, Sir, ſecure will waft you to the King, 

« Who waits impatient on the Beach t' embrace you, 

The deſtin'd Heroe of this vile Abuſe 

Tho! conſcious, ſaw, 'twas now no Time to parley. 

When taking, from his Friends, aud mournful Wiſe, 

A ſhort Farewel; with that majeſtick Air, 

Went forward to his Fate,, as when the Car 

Triumphant bore him through the Streets of Rome. 
Cleo. Were there no Friends attended him to Shore > 
Acho. But one the Bark too narrow for hi sT rain, 

His Freed-man Philip follow'd him. 

Of what 1 ſpeak, by him was | inform'd, 

The faithful Witneſs of his Fate --- At length, 

The Crew, ſecure of their deluded Prey, 

Now change their Looks, and ſullen ply their Oars, 

As if ſome Criminal condemn d they bore 

Nor on the Way vouchſaſe his Cares a Word. 

Obſerving this, he drew his Tablets forth, 

Peruſing there ſome Notes of an Oration, 

Which for his Royal Audience he had form'd : 


Anon, o'er-charg'd with Sighs, he turn'd his Eyes, 


Throwing a laſt long Look to ſad Corre ia. 
Then to himſelf, or but to Philip's Ear, 
From 
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From Sophocles, this Fragment he repeated : 
«© The Great and Free, when Fugitives, are Slaves, 
« And where they feek Protection, find their Graves, 
O ſpare the reſt. 

Cleo. Proceed! my Eyes are full, 

Acho. The Shore now gain'd, they warn him tg 

disbark. 
And while, to raiſe him, Philip reach'd his Arm, 
Achillas, from behind, the bloody Signal gave; 
At which Stimius, with his Ruffian Romans, 
Bury'd at once their Daggers in his Breaſt! 
At their repeated Blows, one deep Groan he gave, 
When covering with his Robe his cloſing Eyes, 
At his Aſſaſſins Feet, the Great 
Pompey tell. 

Cleo. Ye Gods ! who give up Nations to the Sword, 
When this flagitious Need your Bolts ſhall puniſh, 
Charge not the Place, but Perſons with the Crime! 
The Blood of Pompey was by Romans ſhed! 

Let o'er Zgyptian Roofs your Vengeance paſs, 
And hurl your Thunder on the Tow'rs of Rome. 

Acho. Nor ends, in Death, th' unhoſpitable Deed: 
Living, and dead, is Fomp-y ſtill miſ-us'd! 

His Head, by fierce Septimius, from the Neck 

Divided, on Achillas Sprar is born, 

In Triumph thro' the Crowd, to Ptolemy; 

As if ſome Captive Pirate they had ſlain, 

Or, as their braver Swords had conquer'd Pompey ! 

His mangled Corps committed to the Waves, 

Like a wreckt Veſſel bulges on the Sands, 

And ſtains, with crimſon Infamy, our Shores; 

While, at the dreadful Sight, Cornelia's Cries 

E'en to the Beach are heard, and pierce the Heay'ns 
in vain. 

Cl co. Heart-breaking Woe! what Virtue can ſup- 

port it! | 

Acho, What Fate attends her, to the Gods is Known. 
For on the Inſtant we perceiv'd her Sails 


Es- 


the Murderd 


SS 
_— 


Toa EL of. rf 


—— 
52 


Wu. 


Un- 


CESAR in Ægypt. 25 


Unfurl'd, and making to the Seas for Flight. 
on which, Septimius, to compleat his Crime, 
With fix large Veſſels labours her Purſuit. 
Cleo. Ariſe ye ſudden Shades of Night ! black 
Storms, 
or kinder Tempeſts, ſhield her from his Power. 
Ache. And now our Troops retreating to the Pa- 
lace, 
in ſolemn March precede the trunkleſs Head, 
On which the ſhudd' ring Crowd with Horror gaze: 
{ome hear it thunder! theſe an Earthquake feel | 
dreading the Wreck of Nature for the Crime! 
The faithful Philip, tho* o'er-whelm d with Grief, 
Bears, from the Waves, his Maſter's ſad Remains, 
And tho' a mean, a pious funeral Pile, 
And for his Aſhes, a poor Urn prepares. 
Cle, Which conqu ring Ceſar might behold with 
Tears. 
Abo. Confirm the Omen, Iſis, for he comes! 
Theſe Winds that blow, ſhall waft him to our Shores, 
ay" What means thy Tranſport ? ought of Caſar : 
ay, 
And diſſipate the Sadneſs thou haſt rais'd. 
ho, While penſive on Cornelia's Flight we gaze, 
from Ear to Ear a joyous Murmur flies, 
burſting anon to Shouts! Lo! Ceſar comes! 
it this all Eyes are turn'd to ſeize the Sight! 
Vhen from behind the ſwelling Ocean's Hill, 
&bold, a naval City climbing to the View; 


Their Sails, all gilded by the glaring Sun, 


— the Curious, that would count the Num-. 
8. 
Cle, It is! it muſt! it can be only He! 
lremble, ye Tyrants, for your impious Power! 
The Gods are juſt, aud ſend their Caſar's Arms, 
Tenge the Injur'd, on the guilty Head! 
do. Behold the King! Incens'd he ſeems! Per- 
haps 
B 


The 
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The Sight of me offends! for ſince my Voice 


Declar'd for Fompey, I have loſt his Smiles: : by 
Permit me, gracious Madam, to x.tire. Exit. 


Euter Ptolomey. 


Prol. Achil/as ! yet a Moment ſtay the Guard! 
Firſt will 1 prove, if ſhe avow the Treaſon, 
Madam, my Converſe with yau now is ſhort! 
Examine well this Character. 

Cleo, 'Tis mine. 

Pio. Tis well---now ſay that you were Ptolemey, 
And I your Captive had betray'd your Counſels, 
What Treatment had this Treaſon. merited ? 


Cleo. Had I been King, that Treaſon had been 
Counſel, ff 
And to the Blood of Pompey, Caeſar's Hate in 
Preferr'd. : 


Prol. Your own Confeſſion has condemn'd you, 
And Ceſar ſhall himſelf approve my Juſtice, 
Cleo. Muſt that then prove me criminal to Ceſar? 
 Prol. The Proof is fair, as is the Fact notorious! 
Was not th' Attempt to ſave the Foe of Ceſar, 

And keep his Title to the World diſputed ? 
Cleo. You ſpeak, as if my Crimes, like yours, were 
wric | 
In Blood. Once more, 1 warn you of your Fate; 
Provoke not Ceſar, by new Wrongs to me. 
Prol, Fear not, your Conduct - ſhall have all is 
Merit! | | 
Caſar ſhall know the Charms you uſe t'engage bin, 
Shall fairly ſee his Friends, from Enemies. 
Achillas, ho! 


Enter Achillas with Guards. 


' Obey your Orders ! Madam, 

Your own Apartment bounds your Liberty. 
\ Cleo, Me to reftrain, there needed not your Guaid 
Tho” Ceſar's at our Gates, I ſhou'd not, Sir, 
Have flawa to meet him: no, my Sex's Pride 
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fad been a Bar ſufficient, for your Fears: 


let for your own Sake, name not my Confinement, 
No ! rather, let him think my Abſence, Choice. 
Tho” of my Crown depriy'd, the World ſhall fee 
I guard its Honour, in Captivity, 
While you, to Czſar's Feet, your Scepter bear, 
He'll know the Queen expect his Homage here. 
And while his Frown your proffer'd Crown diſdains, 


A Smile---—-ſhball lead this Maſter of the World in 


Chains, [Exit with Guards. 
| Enter Photinus. 


Mot. Some Officers, Expreſs, from Cæſar's Fleet, 
{flis fam'd Lieutenants, Antony and Dcias,) 
latreat immediate Audience, 

fol. Give them Entrance. 


Enter Antony, Decius, and Guards 


Dec, From the great Julius, Health to Pralomey. 
Prol. Permit me, komans, to embrace the Heroes, 
That grace our Zgyfr, with Commands from Ceſar, 
Ant. My ſeparate Duty, Sir, attends the Queen 
lu private Audience---yet I ſee her not! 
The fair Co-Regent! yuur Colleague in Power! 
Fol. Let me, with Grief, impeach a Siſter's Virtue ! 
ut Sir, her Actions ill deſerve that Title: 
Her Claim to Empire, as a Foe to Ceſar, 
ands forfeit to his Mercy, and the State. 
ind therefore are theſe Palace Walls her Priſon. 
Ant. I come not, Sir, to hear her Crim-s recouated ; 
Of thoſe our General himſelf will judge! 
To him your Accuſation muſt appeal. 
My plain Commiſſion asks a perſonal Audience; 
Which Ceſar's Will, by me, once more demands. 
Ptol. The Will of Ceſar be obey'd --Photinns, 
Let Antony have Audience of the Que: 1, 
[Exe. Ant. and Phot. 
Now Sir, Cæſa/'s Commands to Prolomey ? | 
9 8 Dec. 
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Dec. Short is my Meſlage, and from Caſar, thus, 
To know it Royal Prolomey is leagu'd 
In Arms with Pompey, or adheres to Ceſar / 
If Ceſar is oppos'd, he knows his Courſe, 
"Tis forward, thro* your Walls, with waſteful 
But if your due Submiſſion owns his Power, 
His Veterans, like jocund Hinds from Labour, 
Shall pour, this Inſtant, on your Shores, 
To greet as Friends, and give your Crown ProteQion: 
Thus ſays the Roman Imperator Now Sir, 
Our Signal to his Fleet, attends your Anſwer, 
Prol. Thus then, to mighty Ceſar, Prolomey : 
Tho' Zgypt long has been to Rome a Province, 
Yet ſince Pharſalia gives to Rome a Maſtes, 
Who but that Maſter can demand our Homage! 
Paſs then the Arms of Ceſar thro*' our Gates. 
And, Sir, to ratify our firm Adberence, 
Te bury ev'n Suſpicion of Reſiſtance, 
This inſtant ſhall our private Troops retire, 
And Southward from the City form their Camp, 
"Till Ceſar's Service, or his Will, recall them, 
Dec, Cejar ſhall know the Speed of your Compliance: 
But how, Sir, has your Power diſpos'd of Pompey? 
Pt:l. As Heay*n had mark'd him, for the Foe of Caſæ. 
Whoſe Cauſe the Gods fo gloriouſſy have own'd: 
And as the Sword, in Pempey's Hand, but ſerv'd 
To make the Streams of Romas Blood perpetual; 
Our Councils have diſarm'd, and ſeiz'd on Pompey; 
To grace th' Arrival of victorious Ceſar. 
Dec. A Prince ſo young, and careful for his State, 
Merits as well our Wonder, as Protection. 
Prol. My Merit is my Zeal, for Ceſar's Glory. 
Dec. Haſte intius ! from the Northern Tower, 
let fl 
The Eagle, Signal of out Amity, 
How will the Heart of Godlike Ceſar glow, 
Folding his Arms around the vanquiſh'd Pompey! 
[ Apart and — 
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nel. Theſe Romans, who contemn the Thrones of 
Kings, 

j this their Inſolence to Majeſty, 

gray the Rancour of their vain Ambition. 

Tis not the King they hate, but Kingty Right. 


They ſcorn our Crowns, from want of Birth to wear 


them : 
There's what recoils againſt their ſecret Wiſhes, 
Ind turns deſponding Envy, into Virtue. 


Enter Photinus. 


dow Photinus, the News from Antony ? 
phat. What greatly will ſurprize, and may preſerve 
you. 
nl. Haſt thou, from his Audience, ought collected? 
Phot, Nothing from Words : for 1 was warn d a- 
loof. 
Ju if my Eyes are faithful, yet enough 
To know- -whate'er might be his Charge from Ce/ar, 
The ſecret Errand of his Heart was Love. 
I. Thou tell'ſt me Wonders! what grounds th' 
Aſſertion? 


Pet. Whether at Roms, or here, he caught the 


Flam-, 


* [1 know not; but his Geſture, his Approaches, 


oke more Reſpect, than Romans pay to Crowns! 
lis Looks, his heaving Boſom, his Confuſion, 
Confeft a Soul ſurpriz d, aſtoniſn d and ſubdu'd! 
de, conſcious of the Wounds her Form had given, 
Vith all the Blandiſhments of glancing Beauty, 

Vith ſoftning Smiles, indulgent to Deſire, 

Taloos'd her Charms, to make the Conqueſt ſure, 
non, to ſtrike him with her various Darts, 

Vhen, to his Speech, her ſeeming Woes reply'd, 

i ftealing Shower of Tears roll'd down her Cheeks, 
like Dew-drops trickling o'er the Bloom of Roſes. 
Then turning to diſguiſe the Grief, her Eyes 

ing my Obſervance, I retir'd, 
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Not chuſing, while I heard not, to offend her. 
Prol, Cou'd you not gueſs the Occaſion of her Tears 
Phet. I judg'd them artful, to precede her Story, 

To heighten her Diſtreſſes, for Compaſſion. 


Prol. If Antony ſhou'd love, Love may befriend 
Her Cauſe to C2fur. 


Plot. Or may ruin it. 
Think you, proud Cezſar's Heart will brook a Riyal) 
Here's Ground at leaſt to give him Jealouſy, 
[f it ſucceeds, her boaſted Empire ceaſes ! 
Caſar will never be the Slave of beauty, 
Tamely to court, and kiſs the Chain that galls him: 
No Sir, her Truth ſuſpected, ſets him free: 
Or to be more the Heroe, his Contempt 
May give her as a Slave to Antony, 
Whoſe humbler Heart may think the Donor bounteous, 
Ptol. Confuſion ! how ſhe plays her Sex's Wiles! 
The whole Artillery of Love to thwart me! 
Her Eyes wou'd liſt his Legions in her Cauſe, 
And be the Miſtreſs of Mankind, for Empire. 
[A lowd Shout, 


Phot. But hark ! theſe Acclamations from the Pon 


Speak Caſar near our Shore. 
Ptol. Haſte then to greet him. 

Some fitter Time ſhall weigh this Secret,--------Liſt! 
[ Trumpets, 

Again the Signal Trumpet, from our Gallies, 

Calls us to meet this Matter of the World! 

His Pow'e muſt judge this Prize, for Empire play'd, 

Betwixt the Monarch, and ambitious Maid; 

But if Ambition be his fiercer Flame, 

The Head of Pompey fhall out-blaze the Dame. 

[Exeunh 
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SCENE opens to the Port of Alexandria, 


Fater on one Side Ptolomey averring his Crown, with 
Photinus and Attendants. From the upper End, the 
Roman Lictors and Officers with their Faſces and mi- 
litary Enſigus, & c. While they range ti emſe de on 
each Side the Scene, Shouts aud Trumpets are heart. 
After which Cæſar advance:, and Ptolomey kneelin” 


ad.lreſſes him. 


ptel. Lord of Mankind ! Imperial Julius, hail ! 
Lo! at thy Feet, as to the Firſt of Men, 
In awful Homage, bows thy proſtrate _Zgype. 
The Sun, and Ceſar, now, have equal Empire: 
Far as his Beams extend, Ceſar has conquer'd! 
Nor, to the teeming Banks of Nile m re wiſht 
His genial Heat, than Julius, to our Shores! 
What Kings are ſafe, that dare oppoſe his Glory ? 
What People free, whom Ceſar's Arms protect not? 
Take then this happier Province to thy Care, 
While thus her tributary Prince reſigns 
His Crown, to be adorn'd by Ceſar's Brow, 

[ Preſenting it to Cæſar. 


Caf. Ariſe, young Prince, nor let thy Tranſpart 


looſe thee. 
Wou'dft thou appear the King, retain thy Crown; 
The Lawrel better ſuits the Brow of Fulizs / 
Crowns are the Trophies of tyrannick Sway, 
Romans may conquer, but diſdain to wear 'em. 

Prol, Ye Gods! what yet unheard-of Virtues have 
You form'd, that only Roman Souls can reach? 

Cef. Call it not Virtue, to reſiſt what tempts not. 
What Heirs from Heirs receive, blind Fortune gives, 
Where Birth prefers the Infant ta the Man! 7 
While heretable Crowns entail not Virtue, 

The B aſt were greater to beſtow, than wear them. 
But whence has Peel mey this fingle Power 
Of vaſt Munificence, where equal Right 
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Might claim an equal Merit, from the Bounty? 
Beware, no private Wrong to Cleopatra, 
Prompt thee to offer up a Pewer uſurpr, 
Leſt Beauty ſhou'd prevail, on Power ſuperior, 
To right her Sufferings, with the ſole Dominion. 
Ptoi. If Ceſar's Enemies deſerve to reign, 
None ſtand before the Claim of Cleopatra. 
If on her Will the Fate of Rome had reſted, 
Phar/a'ia's Field had given the Palm to Pompey. 
Ce/. Were your fair Siſter, Prince, the Foe you 
ſpeak her, 
Her Spicit wou'd, in Perſon, have declar'd her. 
Ptol. Eut it great Caeſar's Foes deſerve their Chains, 
Then gentle are the Bonds of Clespatra. 
C. Let me conceive you, Sir; at once, be plain. 
Pro!, What I have urg d, then, plainly this confirms, 


[ Preſents Cleopatra's Letter to him, aubo ſeems to pernſo it. 


Had not our Vigilance cut ſhort that Notice, 
Pomntey, torewarn'd, had now revers'd his Fate; 
Had headed Troops in Parthia, or in Africh, 
Might ſtill have vainly rais'd the Duſt of War, 
To choak the Paſs of Ceſar. 
Cæſ. Ha! revers'd! 
Something tremendous muſt have caus'd this Notice. 
Phot, Take Comfort, Sir, he ſtaggers at the Proof, 
[To Ptol. 
Ceſ. Nor can I think her yet the Foe of Ceſar! 
The State of Pompey will reſolve the Doubt. [het. 
Produce then Pompey, to condemn the Queen. 
Prol. Let Cæſar be obey'd--- Acbillas, ho! 
[To Achillas. who is ſupposd as ſome Diſtance. 
Open the gazing Throng, and to our View, 
Advanc'd in Air, upon thy Javelin's Point, 
Preſent our Evidence of Faith to Ceſar. 
Cæſar turning to the Entrance, ſtats. 
Ci. Stupendous Viſion ! have my Eyes thei 
Function 
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game God awake me from this frightful Dream, 


or raiſe the living Pompey to the Field, 
That I may meet him, there, leſs terrible ! 
yence ! from my View! remove the ghaſtly Form! 
Nor give weak Nature theſe reſiſtleſs Pangs. 
Pharſalia now has drawn the Tears of Ceſar. 
Prol, Photinus oh! the Storm is riſing! ſave me! 
| 92 to Pho. 
Dec. How has young Ptolomey with Words deceiy'd me? 
Was this the Seizure he had made of Pompey ? 
Ce/. Ev'n in the Field, that Sight were mournful , 
Jut here, where Benefits rely'd on Safety, 
Where Obligations fenc'd him from Suſpicion, 
To trample down the Mounds of Gratitude, 
lakoſpitably ſteel'd, and deaf to Honour, 
To ftrike the Life, to whom your Crown was due, 
Sets univerſal Nature in Alarm, 
nd warms his Foes, even Ceſar, to avenge him. 
Prol. Ceſar ! I grant the Deed, that thus offends 
thee | 
Ceſ. The Deed! Immortal Pow'rs! is there a Crime 
beneath the Roof of Heav'n, that ſtains the Soul 
Of Man, with more infernal Hue, than damn'd 
Allaſſination: O my curdling Blood! 
When-e'er the Image ſtrikes upon my Brain, 
lavoluntary Horrors ſhake my Frame, 
And mock the Force of Intrepidity. 
{ Prolomey offers to [peat 
No more! Impartial Juſtice wou'd be calm, 
Nor ſhall unheard condemn : when Ceſar is 
Himſelf, his Patience ſhall endure to hear thee. 
Dec, If Virtue, or if Honour might be Judge, 
Ceſar was never more himſelf than now. | Apart. 
0 Pompey, now might thy hard Fate be envy'd! 
If thy great Spirit hovers yet in Air, 
Look down, and triumph, in the Grief of Ceſar. 
Ce/. Reflection has, at length, made way for Judg- 
ment; 
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Now urge thy Motives for the Fate of Pognpey, 
Prol. What Words can ſave, what Caſar's Frowa 
condemns ? ; 
Tf what is done to ſerve him, can be Wrong, 
Why ftrike his Arms ſuch Terror thro' the World, 
That not to ſerve him, ſeems the greater Crime! 
Where Fear prevails, what Conduct can be blameleſs }- 
Will Ceſar then reſent a Paſſion, which 
Himſelf exeites ? Involuntary Crimes: 
Will he oblige the Blind to ſee, the Deaf 
To hear, or the diſorder'd Brain to reaſon ? 
Muſt Nature change her Courſe, to act his Will? 
The Wretch that fears to drown, will break thrg' 
Flames, 
Or, in his Dread of Flames, will plunge in Waves 
When Eagles are in View, the ſcreaming Daws 
Will cowre beneath the Feet of Man, for Safety! 
Not Folly is more ignorant than Fear! 
If Fear be Guilt, 'twere Guilt to give us Fear; 
Then let the Dread of ſeeming Cæſar's Foe 
Anſwer, to Cæſar's Arms, for Pompey's Fate. 
My Life! my Crown, are equal in thy Power! 
If Cæſar for an Enemy cou'd weep, 
What kind of Pity muſt invade his Eye, 
When a miſtaken Friend endures his Vengeance? - 
Ceſ. If Ceſar can deplore an injur'd Foe, 
Can he, who boaſts the Wrong, exp: & his Friendſhip? 
Or yainly ſhall his Friend preſume, the Crime 
Will, at the Coft of Czſar's Fame, be pardon'd? | 
But Friend's a Name, I've not yet choſe for thee: 
Twas what my Heart had till reſery'd for Pompey. 
Falſe and deſtructive is thy Zeal for Ceſar ! | 
'T*have ſav'd that Life, had giv'n Mankind Repoſe, 
And made Pharſa ia glorious! Tow'ring I hought : 
with what tranſporting Joy, the harraſs'd World, 
Had, in one peaceful, publick Chariot ſeen 
Pompey, and Ceſar, o'er their Jars triumphant! 


That forward Fruit, that Haryeſt of my Arms, _ 
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Thy curſt, offi cious, wafteful Hand has ruin'd! 
To paſs the Crime. how might the World artaign me! 
How might the partial Senate juſtify 
The Rage with which their Votes purſu'd me ? 
Piel. Were I but Cæſar's Foe, I might have Mercy, 
Ceſ. Yet, let me not, to ſooch my Enemies, 
werve from the Laws of conſcious Clemency ; 
How black and horrible ſoe'er the Deed, 
Tis not the Fact, but Will, creates the Crime, [ Apart, 
Thy Youth and Inexperience, Prince, arrett 
My Arm, and turn the Eye of Vengeance 
On elder Criminals, thy Flatterers. 
If thou wou dſt prove thy Penitence ſincere, 
Give up thy Counſellors to inſtant Jultice, 
As due Oblations to the Shade of Pompey. 
Phot. "Tis well! the War's begun! Cæſar, thy Hears 
May yet repent this Arrogance of Pow'r. [ part. 
Cs. And ſince the Furden of Imperial Rule 
Out-weighs thy Strength, call to thy preſent Aid 
Thy Siſter's Right, to ſhare and grace thy Throne, 
Had ſhe been heard, what Glory hadit thou gain'd! 
What Shame, what [lls, what Infamy ayoided ! 
If poſſible, repair thy Loſs ; but haſte! 
Think that each Moment, 'till her Righr's reſtor'd, 


Aut (wells thy Debt of Royalty uſurp'd, 


Exe. Ptol. Phot. and Egyptians, 

O Decius! was there ever Day like this ? 
How ſudden are the blows of Fate! what Change, 
What Revolution, in the State of Glory > 

Dec. Glory and Empire ever will have Heirs, 
What P:-p.y once poſſeſs'd, is now enjoy'd 
By Ceſar. 

Caf. Yet the Senate own'd his Cauſe 
Which gave ic, to the World, the Stamp of Virtue ; 
There his Ambition got the Start of Ceſar, 

hy Virtue, like Gold, will take the Stamp from 

ow'r, 


Yet Truth muſt own, in what bas paſs'd this Day, 
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ad Cato's ſelf been Witneſs of your Conduct, 
-'* muſt with Praiſe, or Envy, have beheld it. 
dato would term it but a ſpecious Bribe 
For "ower : That Pempey's Blood was, in Regard 
To x, reveng'd, to court her Senate's Fayour : 
That e parra's Beauty, not her Cauſe, 
Kegain'd her Crown: Yet Cato has his Merits; 
And Men, one Day, may change their Thoughts of 
Ca/ar. 
The — may come, when his deſtructive Arms 
Shall well repay this Ravage of the World, 
And force them, by Obedience, to be happy, 
So when the ſwelling Nile contemns her Bounds, 
Aud with extended Waſte the Vallezs drowns, 
At length her ebbing Streams reſign the Field, 
And to the pregnat Soil a ten-fold Haryeſt yield. 
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| Effoſſum tumulis cupide deſcendit in antrum ; 


Illis Pelle; pro'es veſana Philippi 

Falix prado jacet, terrarum vindic fato 

Raptus Lucan, lib, 10. 
ACT ML 


SCENE, Before the Tomb of Alexander. 
CASAR, DECIUS, ACHOREUS. 


CG a934ak 


EUS, Diſmiſs the Train; yet guard 
the Portal, 
Obſerve the ſtricteſt Order, in our 
Watch: 
Theſe Sons of Ni'e are faithleſs, ſer- 
vile, dangerous. 
The Fate of Pomtey warns us to be wary. 
When Anny returns, here let him find me. 
[Exit Decius. 
Believe me, good Achoreus, thy Diſgrace 
Commends thee to the Breaſt of Cæſar: Here, 
Thy Virtue ſeems a greater Prodigy, 
Than all the Brood, or Monuments of Egypt. 
Thy juſt Humanity, thy Zeal for Pompey, 
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Became thy venerable Years, thy Function. 
When holy Guides neglect cbemlelves for Heav'n, 
Nor fear t'adyance their Precepts by Example, 
"Tis then the Gods are righteouſly reverd. 
Acho. Ceſar, thy Virtues, Knowledge, and thy 
Power, 4 
Incite me now to bolder Acts of Duty: 
And fince I find not, in thy calmer Soul, 
That fierce, untractable, remorſeleſs Nature, 
Wherewith thy Enemies aſperſe thy Fame, 
Let not my. zealous Grief offend thee, Ce/ar, 
If I confeſs 1 ſigh for thy Ambition! 
Ceſ. Where it oppoſes Virtue, charge me freely! 
Be bold! If I am juſtify'd to one 
Good Man, the Millions I offend are Railers. ' 
Virtue, like the Sun, ſhines not for Applauſe. 
Acho. Ambition was my Charge! which when it 
climbs 
O'er violated Laws, tramples on Virtue ; 
Yet of the narrow Mountain when pofleſs'd, 
The Footing how unſure! the Fall how dreadful! 
Perhaps by Treaf n! Treaſon has Ambition! 
Or ſay thou wert ſecure, how vain the Glory ! 
To ftand in Clouds, on Eminence, alone! 
And view thy happier ſocial Sl. ves beneath thee. 
E'en then muſt thou deſcend! Cæſar, behold, 
Fix on this mouldring Monument thy Eyes; 
Amidſt the Wonders that our Nile can boaſt, 
This beſt might ſuit Ambition's Meditation! 
Of all the ſpacious Earth bis Sword ſubdu'd, 
Great Alexand r, now, conimands but this. 
Ca/. Soft, Achoreus ! lies Alexander here? 
Acho. Here reſt his Bones! his Bounds of Empire, 
now. 
Ca.. Here might indeed the Moraliſt declaim. 
Acho. Here, w en kis ruthleſs Deſolation ceas'd, 
When his tumultuous Soul cou'd waſte no more, 


Hunſelf receiy'd, and gave his Slaves, Repoſe. 
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caſ. Thus, when the awful Gods wou'd ſcourge, 
or bleſs | 3 
Mankind, they give unbounded Power to One. 
The Vice, or Virtues, of the Prince, create 
Their Woes, or Happineſs. | 
cho. Wou'dſt thou from hence 
lnfer, that Rome's Obedience to thy Sway 
Wight make her, with the Loſs of Freedom, happy? 
Fen Benefits, Impos'd, are gentler Chains, | 
Or ſay the Yoke of Ceſar might it eaſy ? 
Yet, who ſhall hold the Reins, when Ceſar is no more? 
Perhaps a Tarquin, or a Ptolomey ! 
1 Prince of ſayage, or too ductile Nature. 
Vhy, then, O Ceſar! this diſcordant Rage? 
Why is Imperial Rome, that fway'd the Earth, 
Her ſelf at Variance with Poſterity ? 
Why wage thy Veterans War, without a Foe ? 
Why are her Sires by Sons, Brothers by Brothers 
ſlain ? 
As mutual Murder were the publick Welfare. 
But, Ceſar, I am bold; pardon theſe Tears! 
Think that Beneyolencedeplores, not Envy chides thee. 
Caſ. What thou haſt urg'd, Achorews, heaves my 
Heart! 
Ci/ar forgets not Nature, tho' Victorious: 
| grieve to think the Innocent involy'd 
In Ruins which the Guilty have deſerv'd! 
Had Rome her ancient Virtue, with her Pow'r, 
Ceſar had trembled at her Civil Wars: 
But Luxury, Corruption, Vice and Fraud 
Have drain'd her down, e'en to the Lees of Rome. 
Her Honours, now, by publick Price are bought; 
Her Magiſtrates, by Blows, not Votes, elected: 
Thus is the Carcaſe of her Freedom torn 
By Beaſts of Prey, each ſcrambling for his Share. 
Where Men are Wolves, what Wretch wou'd be the 
Lamb? | 
Vhere Laws are violated, Arms are Virtue, 
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Acho. Is Ceſar arm'd to guard her Laws? 
Caſ. Be patient. | 
Pompey, in War, was Great; Ceſar, Succeſsful : 
We fought, till Rome was glutted with our Spoils ; 
Till ſhe grew Jealous of the Swords that ſery'd her. 
While I was abſent, Pompey's Arts prevail'd ; 
He wrought the Senate to a partial Vote, 
That Ceſar from his Charge ſhould be recall'd, 
And glorious Pompey in his Pow'rs confirm'd, 
And to give greater Luſtre to his Honours, 
They robb'd my Cenqueſts of their due Demands, 
Nor Triumph, nor a Province, was aflign'd me. 
Acho. Rome to her Generals ever had been grateful, 
This look'd, indeed, as if ſhe fear'd her Pompey. 
Ceſ. On this I paus'd : And to aſſert my Night, 
By their own Tribunes ſent my Grievances, 
With gentle Terms of Peace, and due Submiſſion : 
Their haughty Conſuls, in Contempt of Ceſar, 
And of thoſe Laws that make the Tribunes Sacred, 
Drove them with Violence from out the Senate: 
And, at the Hazard of their Lives, from Rom: 
Then call'd forth Pompey to oppoſe me. Him, 
Becauſe ſhe fear'd, Rome choſe her General; 
And Her, becauſe I knew not Fear, my Arms 
Defy'd. --- I paſs'd the Rubicon, --- She trembled ! 
Pharſalia, ſince, has prov'd which Gen'ral's Sword 
Might better have advanc'd her Glory. --- Cato, 
"Tis known, no leſs oppos d the Power of Pompey; 
Or if his Virtues ſince haye join'd his Cauſe, 
"Twas that he thought, ſince one muſt be her 
Maſter, 
Rome wou'd have gentler Chains from Pompey's Na- 
ture, 
This--- Ceſar dares deny; and Time ſhall prove. 
If Ceſar, then, is queftion'd why his Arms 
Oppoſe the Virtues he admits in Cato, 
Or why he makes them not his Practice? Ceſar 
Replies,--- He will, --- but will firſt have Power 3 
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When that, like Fate, is unconteſt able, 
Then Cato's Lectures ſhall = Laws to Caeſar. 

Acho. Ceſar, the Gods, alone, can read the Heart: 
Thy Words, tis true, confirm me to revere 
Thy Virtues; Heay'n beſt knows their ſecret Motive. 
on this depend; the Merits of thy Cauſe 
will prove, at laſt, the Meaſure of thy Fate. 

Ce. When Fate ſhall call him, Ceſar is prepar'd. 


Emer Decius, 


Now, my Decius“ why wear thy Looks this Sadneſs ? 
Dec. When Roman Matrons wear the Chains of 
War, 
What R:man Boſom but regrets the Triumph? 
Never did Pompey's Fate, as now, affect me! 
Pardon then, Ceſar! it my Sighs inform thee, 
The fair diſtreſs'd Cornelia is thy Captive. 
Caſ. Cornelia! ha! thy Sighs become thee, Decius 
Dec. The fell Septimius, who purſu'd her Flight, 
Demanding, at the Port, immediate Entrance, 
To lead his boaſted Captive on to Ceſar : 
| hought a Roman Matron's Bonds unfit 
To grace the Vaunting of a Roman Traytor ! 
and therefore ſtopp'd his Triumph with a Guard, 
Till C2ſar's further Pleaſure might be known. 
Ceſ. Caſar ſhall thank thee, Decius and himſelf 
Will make his Pleaſure to Septimizs known. 
Jut haſte! conduct us to this Fair Diſtreſs. 
When Roman Virtue is oppreſs'd by Fate, 
'Tis meet the Victor on the Vanquiſh'd wait. 
[Exeunt. 


SCENE, An Apartment near the Port. 


Cornelia bound. Septimius ſpeaking ro the Reman 


Guards. 


See, Why loiters thus your buſy Officer? 
u this fix Treatment for the Friends of Ceſar ? 
Was't 
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Was't not this Arm, that gave him, at a Blow, 

The Head, that fam'd Pkarſalia cou'd not reach? 

Muſt we, that briag him Captives to compleat 

His Conqueſt, wait, like Suitors, to preſent them! 

Miſtaken Decius may repent this Inſult! 

11 take no Thanks, till Cz/ar has reveng'd it. 
Corn. Miſtaken Murderer ! talk't thou of Vengeance, 

For any Treaiment, that inſults thy Crime ? 

Ceſar, tho' ſteep'd in Blood, abhors th' Aſlaſſin! 

His Arms, tho' Impious, ſtrike no Coward Blows! 

Shall Murder claim the Wreaths of Conqueſt ? 

If Caſar's Cauſe provok'd thy Hate to Pompey , 

Why, like a Soldier, ſought'ſt thou not in Batile, 

Where arm'd, where Sword to Sword thou might 

have charg'd him ? 

There had his Wounds, at leaſt, confeſt thee Brave, 

And Cæſar, then, without a Bluſh had grac'd thee. 

But as thou art deteſtable to Man, 

"Tis ſome Aſſwagement of Corn elia's Woe, 

That even the Foes of Pompey muſt avenge him. 
Sept. Enjoy thy empty Notions of Diſhonour ! 

Deciſive Blows, in ſpight of Railers, have 

Their Merit. Ceſar knows the Uſe of Valour : 

And, for great Actions, muſt have Hands intrepid. 
Corn, M hy did I waſte my Breath on Infamy! | 

But frantick Sorrow to the Winds will talk! [Azur 


Enter Cæſar, Decius, and Attendants. 


Sept. Moiſt mighty Ceſar ! ere my Tongue pre 
es 
Ceſ. Caeſar diſdains to hear — thy Deeds hare 
ſpoke thee! 
Decius, diſarm! and ſee him cloſely guarded, 
Till injur'd Dignity pronounce his Doom ! 
Cornelia's Bonds deform the Pride of War! 
Theſe are not Roman, but Ægyptian Fetters. 
The Virtuous never wear the Chains cf Caſar. 
[ Cxſar releaſes her. Septimius is bownd 4 bo 4 
| 
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Cirs. O Ceſar ! had'ſt thou conquer'd thus for 
Rome, 
How greatly might this Grace of Power become thee! 
Jut While thy Sword is drawn againſt ber Laws; 
O'er every Roman, whom thy Arms diſtreſs, 
zuch ſpecious Comfort is injurious Inſult! 
Cornelia cannat thank thee, for her Woes! 
If by ſome publick Crime I have deferv'd them, 
Whence then this Pity ? If I'm Innocent, 
Let Ceſar name the Power, that dares t' inflict them? 
Ceſ. When civil Diſcords to the Sword appeal, 
From whatſoever Part the Wrong commences, 


Neither can boaſt of Innocence in War! 


Corn. Give up thy own, but ſpare the Fame of 
Pompey /! 


| What Senate own'd thy Cauſe? 


Ceſ. What Gods crown'd his? 
But oh! what Gods, or Senate, cou'd defend 
The Sword, that brings Cornelia to Affliction? 
Corn. Caſar, thou hurt'ſt me more by this Com- 
ſſion, 
Than all thy Terrors, in the Rage of War! 
Yet boaſt not, Victor, of thy Sword's Succeſs! 
Cornelia's Fate has loſt the Cauſe of Rome! 
My cruel Deſtiny has fought for thee ! 
To that, a Victim fell my firſt Lord, Craſſas ! 
that, was Pompey vanquiſh'd, not by Ceſar! 
Thou, but the Hand of Fate that follow'd me! 
But that, th* inevitable Will of Fove 
Had long prefix d my Ruin, to thy Fortune, 
The Liberty of Rome had ſcap'd thy Chains, 
Nor had thy Impious Arms o'er Pompey triumph'd.' 
Ceſ. Alas, we talk on too unequal Terms. 
The gentleſt Truth, that juſtifies my Arms, 
Wou'd now appear a Triumph o'er Cornelia. 
Corn, Ceſar, no! ſo impartial is my Heart, 
Wert thou but Innocent, my Tears wou'd ceaſe : 
Had Pampey's Fate been Juſt, I might have born 5 
ut 
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But while we ſee thy fierce Ambition prof; 
And Pompey's Cauſe attended with his Blood, 
Mankind might think, that Heav'n it ſelf were ſack d, 
That Dzmons had uſurp'd immortal Power, 
Revers'd their Laws, and made Rebellioa Virtue. 
Ceſ. Thus Virtue, when miſ-led, becomes Injuriqui} 
Thou talk'ſt of Ceſar, as if Rome were blameleſs! 
As if her Senate had preſery'd her Free, 
Nor long ſince fold her Power to private Hands 
Vhile clam'rous Guilt, and ſpecious Patriot Zeal, 
Wou'd caſt on Ceſar the Reproach of Tyranny, 
As if my Wrongs, and Inſults, after Service, 
Were not the Proofs of Pempey's Uſurpation : 
Of his o'er-bearing their dependant Votes, 
To cruſh the Fortunes ot rejected Ceſar, 
Whoſe only Sword cou'd bar his Way to Empire. 
Corn. Thou doſt defame him, Ceſar; he was true, 
Firm, and devoted to the Laws of Rome. 
C/. O Cornelia! O! "tis with Sighs I tell thee, 
Pompey's Ambition ſhone thro' all his Arts 
Even to Contempt of Ceſar, it inflam'd him, 
Had he receiv'd my Terms of Peace with Candor, 
Theſe Deſolations never had reproach'd us: 
Each had been Glorious in a private Life; 
Nor had Cornelia s widow'd Arms deplor'd him. 
Corn. Provoking, groſs Inſfinuation! Peace! 
Thou know'ſt thy Terms were offer'd as a Feint, 
T' amuſe the Senate, and protract thy Sentence. 
Ceſ. That Feint ſhou'd have been prov'd: had [ 
receded, 
Then had his Arms —— But flatt ring Fame decei d 
him; 
*Twas ev'n his common Boaſt, if he but ſtampft 
His Foot, whos Legions, at the Sound, won'd wail 
im! 
Corn. Cou'd it be Boaſt, to think his Cauſe might 
call 'em? 
Cæſ. The Cauſe of Caſar wanted not its 1 
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Corn, When Violence and Rapine ſound to Arms, 
pts and Prodigals are warm for War. 

Caſ. Tis granted. Pompey's Army was Superior. 

Corn. Superior far in Virtue, not in Spoilers ! 
His Troops were cumber'd with the Sons of Peace, 
Men train'd to civil Arts, to Laws, and Science! 
Whom Place and Plenty had diſus'd from Toil ; 
Unskil'd in War, yet, for their Birth-rights, Romans! 
Souls that diſdain'd their Bodies, when enſlay'd 
And therefore left them, on Pharſalia s Plain, 


| To taint the Air with Caſar's ſhameful Glory. 


Ceſ. When Ceſar, like the Senate, ſhall miſuſe 
The Truſt the Gods aſſign, let Gods forfake him. 

Corn. Ceſar, ſome ſay thou haſt a human Heart, 
Oer private Sorrows melting to Compaſſion. 

Caf. I feel Cornelia s Woe, tho' ſhe comemns 


V Pity. 


Corn. I retra@ the Pride: My Heart 


bs humbled, Cæſar, while the general Woe 


Thus bends me to thy Feet, with Tears for Rowe ? 
Have pity on her Wounds! her Sighs! her Groans ! 
O yet relent! and Conquer with Compaſlioa'! 


| Compoſe the wailing World, and yield us Peace! 


Thy tender Parent, Rome, is not Obdurate! 
I know her, by my own remiſſive Heart 
In bare Imagination of the Joy, 
It melts, forgets its private Grief, nor more 
With Pomnjey's Ruin will upbraid thy Glory! 
O! yet reſtore her Freedom! yet relieve her! 
Here end thy Conqueſts! Conquer Ceſar, now ! 
And, like victorious Sylla, crewn'd with Vengeance, 
Reſign that Power, which Gods nor Men cou'd 
Shake. 

Ce/. While Earth contains a Roman, that preſumes 
With Means coercive to reduce my Power, 
All Thoughts of Peace are but inglorious Dreams. 
Let Julius ceaſe to be, or now be (eſa-! 
lume may deteſt, but cannot taint my Power! 

W hat 
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What conquer'd Roman is not free to leave med 
What Enemy, when Captive, is not pardon d? 
What are the Marks of Ce/ar's Tyranny 2 

But, O Cornelia! ſpite of all my Boaſts, 

Thy pale Calamities uphraid Success, 

And, like a chilling Froſt, deface my Laurel! 

ar, at beſt, can but revenge thy Pompey?! 
There ſhall thy Tears yet triumph o'er his Foes, 
And Ceſ{ar's ſocial Grief revere his Fame. 

But I detain thy Sorrows from Repole ; 

What Comforts A&gypt can ſupply, command: 
Decius, ſee thou her State be equal to 

The Roman Matron's Dignity : her Friends, 

Her Followers, all receiv'd, like Friends of Caſar. 

[Czfar retiri:g to the End of the Scene, meets Antony, 

They ſeem to talk apart, while Cornelia ſpeaks. _ 
Corn. Am I, ye Gods] ſo fallen! fo greatly wretched! 
That he, who bears unmoy'd the Groans of Rome, 
Can lend a Sigh to loſt Corne'ia's Woe ! 

Yet dares not She be thankful? Rigid Fate! 
While Cæſar is the Foe of Rome, what great, 
What noble Virtues, am I doom'd to hate ? 

Exit, led by Decim. 

Caf. 1 my Marcus, cou'd fo long detain 

thee ? 

Ant. To Ceſar ever has my Heart been open: 
From thee, there's not a Frailty there conceal'd! 
Why was I choſen for this fatal Errand? 

O! I have drank my Ruin, at my Eyes! 
Deform'd my Faith, betray'd my Truth to Caſar! 
From thee, as from a Conqueror, I came, 
Aſſur'd of Triumph, but return a Captive! 

Her tow'ring Charms at once o'erbore my Soul! 
I ſpoke for Ceſar, while I ſigh'd for Antony! 

Ceſ. We, Marcus, will be ever Friends! a Friend 

| [Taking his 
Outweighs th' Indulgence of a ſhort-liy'd Joy. 


Prove, that thy Sighs prevail'd upon her Heart, A 
a 


us, 
ain 


And 
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had Ceſar's cancel'd Hope reſigm to _ 
Ant. This Bounty, Ceſar, binds me to the Truth. 
Hope had 1 none, but what my Weakneſs formed. 

Pleading for thee, I trembled at Succeſs ; 
While her advancing Smiles gaye me Deſpair! 
When, with thy CO I adorn'd thy Flame, 
A conſcious Pleaſure ſparkled at her Eyes, 
Unheedful of the Wretch, that burnt, before her. 
If Love were criminal, Deſpair has puniſh'd it. 
Ceſ. Deſpair and Love ne'er vex the Soldier long 
Or Abſence is a ſure Relief —— If not, 
When Ceſar ſhall diſpoſe of Provinces, 
may fall to Antony "till when — 
Ant. May Ceſar's Fortunes lead him to his Wiſhes, 
Caſ. Saw you my Orders, to confirm her Crown, 
d? 


Ant. During my Audience, Ptolomey 
In State approaching, plac'd it on her Brow : 
on which the Nobles offering to renew 
Their Homage; Vet a while, defer, She cry'd, 
This doubtful Duty Ere I take my Crown, 
« From Ceſar am I yet to know the Terms 
Of wearing it! my Brother boaſted to 
DPeſerve it whole: Ceſar perhaps has wrong'd him! 
Then darting her Diſdain around, ſhe paſs'd 
The Croud, and left them to their Dread, aſtoniſh'd. 
What haughty Conflict labours in her Breaſt, 
Her private Audience better will unfold 
But ſee, ſhe comes! O Caſar, guard thy Heart! (Ex, 


Enter Cleopatra, who having made lowly Reverence to 
Cæſar, he gently approaches her. 


Cef. Fair Wonder of the Ne! this Grace to Cæſar, 
What Service can deſerve, what Toils repay ? 
Cleo. Ceſar, I come to undeceive thy Bounty! 
A Crown r.ftor'd, which Right, vr Innocence, 
Might claim, reflects its Luſtre on the Donor : 
But let not Cleoparra's Soul, by Fraud, 


Or 
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Or vile Concealment of a Truth, receive it; 
Which might, if known, have undeſery'd the Fayour. 
Ceſ. In what can Truth be Cleopatra's Foe? 
Cleo. By Pormpey's Death, the Earth and Seas are Ceſar't, 
But Cleopatra, had her Power prevail'd —. 
Ceſ. Had ſav'd my Rival, to diſpute the Title. 
Cleo, The Charge is Juſt. And had not Spies pre. 
vented 

Caf. "Twas not in Spies, to intercept the Virtue! 
That £till retains its Merit, tho' abortive! 

Cleo. Then Cæſar is the Heroe Fame proclaims him! 
Now I revere the Grandeur I oppos'd! 

My Crown, in Homage due to Ceſar, trium 

C If Homage ſhou'd to Dignity be paid, 
Ceſar might, rightly, kneel to Cleopatra. 

Her generous Concern, for Pompey's Fate, 
Without the Intereſt her Charms might boaſt, 
Alone had been affur'd of Czſar's Service. 

Cleo, Since Ceſar gives me Choice, that Service, 
As to the nobler Motive, I aſcribe to Virtue. 

Ce/. Yet Beauty, if ſhe pleaſe, may mend her 

Choice! 
Let us not rob the Needy, for the Great. 
Love begs a little! Virtue ſcorns Reward ; 
Confcious of Duty, ſhe content reſigns 
The Thanks, that Love with tranſport wou'd receiye. 

Cleo. No, in the Lover, Ceſar wou'd be loſt! 
Love wou'd deplume the Heroe, to the Swain, 
And dreſs Ambition in a vulgar Merit. 

Ceſ. Ceſar might ſcorn, like other Men, to love! 
But Cleopatra's Charms exalt her Slave, 

And crown his Servitude, with Dignity. 

Cleo. This is the Language of our menial Courtiers, 
Who, when their Hearts are warm, deſpiſe oui Thron, 
And find an Empire on a Cynthia's Boſom: 

But Caſars loftier Views contemn the Frailty. 

Ceſ, A Soul ſo tow'ring, in a Form fo fair, 
As it might dart Deſpair to ſighing Kiags, 


Gives 


ye. 


lives 
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Gives the rough Roman emulous Deſire. 
Laurels ? 


What is Ambition, if not crown'd by Beauty? 
Can proud Preheminence, or vain Degree, 

Lit up the Soul, to equal heights of Joy ? 

Can all our Pomp, our Glory, boundleſs Power! 
To Puniſh or Reward, Revenge or Pardon ? 

To right the Injur'd, or reftrain th* Oppreſlor 2 
To call forth Merit, from Obſcurity, 

And give its Rags to gawdy Sloth or Fraud? 


Togive, if poſſible, the World our Laws, 

ind even compel the Stubborn to be happy? 
(an all theſe boaſted Attributes of Power, 

le, in the Pride of doing well, rewarded ? 

In rain the Courſe by martial Speed is won, 

[f ſmiling Venus ſtands not at the Goal! 

la vain, has Conqueſt led me round the Globe, 
fin the richer Circle of this Zone 

The Treature of the Earth illudes my Toil. 

Cleo. O Ceſar, Ceſar! ceafe theſe Flatteries! 


| Nor give my Heart a Proſpect of Delight, 


Which only Latian Beauties can enjoy! 

uch Tranſports, there, to Merit might be due; 
but our Egyptian Dames are born too near 

The glowing Sun, to boaſt of Roman Luitre! 
hat I might boaſt, too early Cares deface ; 
And, like an eating Canker, in the Bud, 

lave broke the flender Promiſe of a Flower. 

lut were I Miſtreſ, of thoſe real Charms, 

Vhich Cæſar's 1»viſh Fancy has created, 

led find my Eyes, ambitious as his Arms! 

ily firſt of Love ſhou'd bleſs the tit of! len“ 
bods! how the glorious Image fwells my Soul, 


lud, at my Fect, their Suppliant Empire, laid! 
GC 


} . . 
T' have diſtant Monarchs crowding t my Court, 
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Cleo, How wou'd ſuch Softneſs ſuit with Caeſar's 


Ceſ. Nor Gods, nor Men refuſ: the Flame of Love! 


To chaſe rebellious Kings? To crown th* Obedient? 


If, 
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IF, far behind the Throng, ſome dazling Brow, 
Circled with Lawrel, caſt an awful Look; 1 
Shone o'er their Heads, and darkned their pretenſom * 
How weu'd my Tranſport, thro' the Preſs, make way, 
And dart, like Venus, to the Arms of Mars. 
While Crowns and Scepters, catching in my Robe, 
In vain ſhcud clog the Flight of my Ambition. 
Ceſ. Inchanting Viſion! O! the Mars! thou Soul 
Of Juno, wrapt in Cytherea's Form. [$ 
Cleo. Forgive theſe Sallics of a wand'ring Brain; 
The fancy'd Being is no more! tis loſt! ry 
For me, the Gods have no ſuch Heroe found! — 
Unle my vanquiſſi d Heart --- might call him C I J 
C«/. Be Ceſar, then — the Mars, the Gods allign thee! | E 
O take me, Goddeſs, gent!y to thy Arms! 7 
There hid. my Heart, and mould it to thy Wiſhes! 7 
By Heav'n! there's Magick in thy ſoſtning Eyes! 
So lnok'd Idalian Venus on the Swain, 
Whgn, to her Charms, the golden Prize was giv'n. 
Cleo. Ca/ar, thou grow'it too faſt upon my Heart! 
Spite of my Boaſt, 
My vaunting wild Ambition, I retreat, F 
1 ſhrink, and tremble at thy Power! defend me! 
Spare me! ſpeak! for I cou'd hear thee talk for ever! 
C Is this a time forWord:! when blazing Chams, pe 
Like gli ittering Swords, in M ar, provoke he Charge! & 
Come forth, thou fair Defiance, to the Field f 
Of Love, and prove che Proweſs of thy Beauty! 
Hence, to ſome ſecret verdant Bower remove, 
Ey Art cr Nature form'd for bliſsful Love; 
There wanton Catids round thy Couch ſhall fly, 
And kindling F! ame? *for ev'ry (harm ſupply. 
There ſhall, comp'eat, the Wreaths of Ceſar be, 
And crown his Conquclt of the World in thee! 
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En altera venit 

Victima nobilior : flacemus code ſecund 

Heſperias gentes : jugulis mihi C efaris har lus 

Hoc præſtare poteſt, Pomvcit cede nocentes 

Ut populus Romanus amet Lucan. Ib. 10. 
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PTOLOME Y. 
47 NAL K not of Comfort, to a Wirerch 


forlorn! 
My Right, my Hopes of Empire have 
their Period! 
My haughty Sidter, in her Charms 
; triumphant, 
low moulds the Heart of Ceſar, to my Ruin! 
ler Vengeance, like a whirling Eddy, draws 
le headlong down, ingulph'd, to riſe no more! 
Viile Ceſar's conſcious Tyranny enjoys 
The Fruit of my Ingratitude to Porntey 
t ſwell; his Fame, with In ults for the Service. 
dio, Yer Sir, be calm; impartially reflect 
u C s Conduct: you upbraid him now, 
8 3 
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That in Reſentment he regards his Glory: 
When was it known he made it not his Idol? 
To hope his Friendſhip from the Blood of Pompey, 155 


Was mixing Ceſar in the Herd of Men! The 
But ſince the awful Gods diſtinguiſh him Pte 
With a ſuperior Sway, to bow Mankind Ac 
Beneath their unconteſtable Decrees ith 
Think it their Will, and make Obedience Virtue, = 


Pol. Can I then yield up, to his Rage, my Fri 
For due Obedience to their Sealants Will > ends, Jenn 
Zo, Cou'd you abandon Pompey ! ſuch a Friend! — 
And periſh, to prote & his Maurtherers ? 
Is Ceſar to be gain'd, by farther Errors? 


Ptcl, What Courſe, in theſe Extremities, can help _ 
me ? 

This Ca/ar cafes me, like the hunted Lyon! < r 
The more | ſtruggle in the Toil, the more 12 
Im bound, girded, ſelf-tangled, in his Power. ben 


Acho. Ev'n, at the worſt, Sir, ſafer are you there, fy; 
Than in thoſe Hands that led you to the Toil: To g ' 


Might ! be heard ——— ke b 
Ptel. O! had I never heard To it; 
But thee, theſe Miſeries had ne'er befallen; 4 


Then Cæſar's Honour had been here my Guard! 
Nor had the Guilt of Pomfey's Blood purſu'd me! 
O! venerable Sage! yet help thy Prince! me! 
Aſliſt me! fave me, ſrom this nodding Ruin "= 
And, with thy wholcſom Counſels, heal my Heart, lit if 
Acho. Alas! my Priuce, what's left, admits 4% 8 
Choice; "ag 
Thoſe Counſeliors, that ſhook, mult ſave your Crowt! ad 
They, or their Maſter, muſt be Pompey's Victim! f 
Without a Murmur then, to Cæſar yield them, 
"The Argument they urg'd for Pompey's Fate, 
Now holds againſt themſelves, Neceſſity! 
If there be rom for Mercy, may they find it! 
Ceſar, appriçd that I declar'd for Pompey, 
Holds me in {ome degree of Trust and Favour. 


Ply 
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chen a Puniſhment, on this fide Death, 

ay ſatisfy their Crime, my ſelf will beg 

me Mitigation, for my Prince's Honour. 

prol. The Virtues of Achoreus ſnall redeem it. 

Acho. See Sir! Patin, and Achillas, come, 

ih downward Eyes, foreſeeing what mult fall! 

il it bets Achoreus to inſult 

fe Grief, which Virtue warns me not to comfort. 
mit me to retire Now, Sir, exert 

The King! be faithful to your ſelf, and reign! | Ext. 


nd! 
Enter Photinus aud Achillas. 


pol, Why am I driv'n to theſe Indignities? 
help hy yield you not your ſelves to Ceſar's Mercy ? 
(r, muſt I ſend you bound, like Criminals ? 
ind come my ſelf, in Evidence againſt you? 
Fin your Hearts there liv'd that Truth you boaſt, 
Then you perceiv'd his Rage at Pompey's Fate, 
Why ſtept you not undaunted forth, like Men, 
ſo claim your Share of Glory, in the Deed? 
lit baſely left your Prince deſerted, loſt, 
To ſtand, alone, the Shock of his Reproaches ? 
Achil, If Prolomey diſdains to be himſelf 
bur Judge, we ſcorn to kneel for Cæſar's Mercy. 
Par. Nor came we, Sir, to juſtify our Errors; 
The Infirmity of Nature; we confeſs them ; 
(ar's Vain-glory has deceiv'd our Hopes! 
a Put if, for Pompey's Fate, our Blood muſt anſwer, 
us er Sovereign's Will, not Ceſar, ſhall condemn us. 
teur Victims, Sir, ſhall be themſelves your Prieſts, 
—— And pierce theſe honeſt Hearts that fail'd to ſerve you. 
n | 4chil, Septimius Hand has taught us how to die! 
Ptol. Septimius! ha! 
Achil. Yes Sir, the Infolence 
A Ceſar, like a Romas, he reſented! 
wen, to compleat his late Pharſalian Conqueſt, 
le brought Corn lia Captive, to his Preſence, 
TheTyrant's Pride diſdain'd to give him Audience, 
C 3 X And 
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And, in the Bonds his Priſoner wore, confin'd him: 
The Sting of which Diſgrace ſo ſwell'd his Heart, 
That the ſame Dagger he empley'd on Fomtey, 
In his own Breaſt he plung'd, in ſcorn of Ceſar. 
hot. The noble, Roman, Soul! 
Prol. Septimins dead! 
AN, aw him, on the Pavement, Riff and breath. 
leſs. 
Thot. Now what's this mighty Tyrant''s outſide 
Greatneſs? 
That ſtorms at your Ingratitud to Pompey ; 
And while he reaps the Profit of your Crime, 
Vet ſtiles Eis Treatment of Septimius, Virtue ! 
That daring Hand, that gave his Pride the World, 
Eur all is of a-piece! Not Crowns eſcape him! 
The Sov'reign Lord of #gypr is his Slave, 
And, in his ſight, muſt crouch, and lowly bend 
lo watch th' unperious Bidding of his Eye! 
Muſt vive up all, his Friends, his Empire, Honour, 
the vet untainted Honours of his Race, 
A royal Siſter's violated Fame, 
To glut the Riots of his pamper'd Power. 
1 zol. Said'ſt thou my Siſter! born for my Un 
doing! 
Phot. This Night, devoted to vc luptuous Love, 
Theſe Paramours, like Deities, have revell'd, 
In all the Luxuries of ſenſual Joy ! 
The Scene ſelected, for their amorous Rites, 
Is now that Bower, ſhe terms the Paphian Court, 
Herſelf the Venus there! the ambient Lake, 
Which from a thouſand gurgling Fountains flows, 
A ſtately Train of filyer Swans ſurround, 
Like naval Scouts to guard their Citadel ! 
A ſignal Streamer, from the Window wav'd, 
Raiſes or falls the golden Drawbridge down, 
To paſs or to exclude attendant Slaves, 
As Solitude incites, or cloys Deſire: 


A-down the diſtant Vale, in Order rang'd, 


Gilken 
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That might, in our Diſtreſs, revenge our Chains: 
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gen Pavilions form the Camp of Cupid! 

Where new Delights for every Senſe are ſtor'd. 

Their Banquets beggar AZgypt to ſupply ; 

ks if they meant to waſte that World he'd con- 
quer'd. 

Now Bands of mimick Maskers, light-heel d Gals, 

Welodious Virgins, or the warbling Eunuch, 

tecuile the languid Intervals of Love 

To ſoft enervate Sounds, their Souls difioly>, 

ks Fame and Virtue were the Scorn of Greatn=*<, 

Prol. Diſcordant Thunder drown their Harmony, 
And forked Lightnings rivet their EMbraces! 

phat. Methinks I ſee her, in her am'cous Dalllance, 
Wanton, and toying with the Fate At. 

ptol. Villain! how dar'ſt thou rack me with thee 

Horrors ? 
Unable to avoid, or to revenge them. 

plot. Tis therefore to your View, Sir, I pre.cat 

them ! 
To give your Vengeance Choice, on whom to an! 
Whether on us, whoſe Arms wou'd ſet vou free, 
Or on this waſteful Tyrant, that enſlaves you; 

Ptol. What vaunting Project broo ling in thy Brain, 
To fave thy ſelf, wou'd plunge th Prince ia Ruin } 

Phot. If, Sir, our Lives can your lod Crowa 72- 

trieve, 
Take them! and bur, with our Bones, the Secret. 

Achil. But if our Prince dares urge us to the Proof, 
Theſe Hands, that have endanger'd, hall preſerve him, 

Ptol. So confident! unfold this Myſtery. 

Phot. The Moment, that I read, in C</ar's Rage, 
for Pomp y's Death, the lowring Fate .f get; 
Conſcious, that open Force were vain t oppoſe him; 
I gave Achil/as Orders to detain, 

Conceabd within our Walls ſome choſen Troops, 


— . 


Ceſar returns, this Evening, to the Palace: 
But knows not, that a ſubterraneous Vault, 
C 4 Beneath 


——— r_r_—_—_ 


2 — — — 


— —— 


— 


86 CA SAR in Ægypt. 


peneath this Town, whoſe Entrance we command, 
lay bring your Vengeance to his Doors, and at 
A Blow ---give Agyf:, and the World Repoſe. 
Pr. Now by the injur'd Majeſty of Kings! 
T he Viſion wakes my Soul! bright Vengeance dawns! 
6 for a Moment of reſiſtleſs Ruin, 
To cruſh the Head of this enormous Tyrant ! 
Gods! 'twere too much! the Thought o'erbears my 
Soul! 
Ei'n Pomjey's Head, by Ce/ar's, were atton'd, 
And Rome wou'd owe her Liberty to Agypr ! 
Acli', Nay more, the conquer'd World, to Prol me) 
lot, How-er her Senate favour'd Pompey's Arms, 
Yet his Succeſs had been, as Cæſar's dreadful! 
Pemjey preſcry'd had been her equal Maſter : 
But both deſtroy'd, ſecures her Friendſhip, 
Confirms her Freedom, and your Fame immortal. 
Erol. But oh! my Friends, in vain is all this Ardour, 
Unleſs our Hopes were ſure of Execution! 
The ſecret Paſlage I approve, but while 
Surrounded by his Guards, how may our Force, 
Without Alarm, or Chance of his Eſcape, 
Approach him? failing of our Blow, we periſh. 
Achil. That, Sir, by Hands who have Acceſs, ſhall 
reach him, 
Some daring Spirits, in Cornelia's Train, 
Impatient to preſerve the Reman Laws, 
Already have embrac'd our Enterprize. 
Plot. When next the Tyrant deigns to give them 
Audience, | 
(Which oft, with Smiles imperious, he allows,) 
Then ſure and ſudden ſhall the Blow be giv'n! 
When on a Signal, from the dreadful Vault, 
Burſting like Thunder, ſhall our Troops ruſh forth, 
And e'en defy his guardian Gods to ſave him. 
Fiel. O thou haſt fir d my Soul, with v 
Triumph ! 
Is“ Oſiris! Pharian Gods ador'd, 


Incline 
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jacline this Day propitious to our Vows! 
How glorious will your ſacred Altars blaze, 
When ſuch a Victim to your Vengeance bleeds! 
What Terrors muft nis Waſter of the World 
Diſmay, When from the teeming Earth, Revenge, 
And meagre Death, impetuous ſhall aſſail him? 
So when the prouling Wolf, on .Z:na's Vale 
Thirſting for Blood, o'erleaps the Rural Pale, 
High o'er his Head the dreadful Mountain roars, I 
In Streams erect the ſpouted Sulphur ſoars, « 
And boiling to the Plaina blazing Torrent pours, 
In vain the Savage from the Ruin turns, 
But ere he dreads his Fate, amidſt the Deluge burns. 
Fx. unt. 


SCENE opening to the Bower, &c. 


(zfar and Cleopatra appear ſitting at a Banquet, at- 
tended all by N omen. Cæſar attentivelj reading Letters, 


Cleo. Ceſar, theſe lat Expreſſes have diſturb'd you, 
Fall we walk forth: or ride? or fail the Nile? 


| Perhaps this Cell's too gloomy ; ſhall we change ir 


Cz/. The Flace might charm a Neity : but while 
Thoſe ſmiling Eyes, with ſuch a fouft Concern, 
Pour forth their quick*ning Glances to my Heart, 
Immortal Powers might change their Heav'n with 
Cæſar. 
Cleo. Ce/ar, bowe'er this Flattery charms my Ear, 


| My Senſe is not ſo lull'd, but that I ſaw 


tou read thoſe Letters, with a penſive Exe! 
Why were they ſuffer'd to invade you here? 
Was this a place, for Bus neſs to intrude } 
Cs/. Twas your Command, my Queen, I ſhou'd 
peruſe them. 
Cleo. 'T was that my Heart, then, cou'd retule you 
noth ng, 
Fl Know this Secret, Cæſar, chat aitets you, 
C5 Ce. 
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Ceſ. Away, you jealous one! there! tire your Pa. 

tience. [ Grees her the Litter, 

Cleo, My Jealouſy is cur'd! nor wanted I 1 
To ſearch the Secrets, but the Heart of Caſar. 
Since you permit me, I no more am curious, 

[ Groes back the Letters, 

Ce. If I ſeem'd penſive, twas the Lover's Fear; 
The Fear of being torn from Cle patra. 

C leo. Nay, then I am concern'd, to know the Cauſe. 

Ceſ. The reſtleſs World, I find, envious of Ceſar, 
Reſolves to ſpin Reſiſtance to the laſt. 
Theſe Letters, from Achaia, bring me Word, 
That Scipio, Appius, Fuba, lately join'd, 
Have call'd on Cato, to command their Forces; 
Who from Corcyra, ſince, has put to Sea, 
To head the Conteſt, and revenge Pharſalia. 

Cleo, Alas, vain Men ! have they not try'd their 

Ceſar? 

Since they prefer their Ruin, to Submiſſion, 
'Tis but to March! to Meet them! and to Conquer! 

Ce/. How ſoon, that March, from Zgypr might re- 

call me, 
Was what o'ercaſt my Thoughts, for Cleopatra. 

Cleo. As Caeſar's Fame, in Arms, firſt warm'd her 

Heart, 
So what ſupports his Glory, feeds her Flame! 
Eut vacant Moments ſhou'd indulge Deſire ! 

Cæſ. O ceaſe, thou ſoft*ning Syren, thus to chant! 
Left, while I gaze, and liſten to thy Voice, 

I bury, in thoſe Arms, the Ceſar that ſubdu'd thee! 

Cler. What is this ſecret Charm, in martial Men, 
That more than others, finds our Sex ſo eaſie! 

Ceſ. The Brave, and Fair, methinks, become the 

Paſſion. 

Cleo. And yet they tell me, Ceſar, once you loy'd 
An Ebi Queen! was it her Crown that charm'd you? 
How cou'd you bear a Demon in your Arms? 

CA. She ſerv'd ſometimes to kill the Soldier's on 
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And guarded Nature, from the Chains of Beauty. 
Soldiers but ill obey their ſighing Leader! 
Cleo. Yet Antony has led victorious Legions, 
Tho” he now ſends ſucceſsleſs Sighs to Love. 
Caſ. For whom! ſucceſsleſs Sighs ! impoſſible! 
Cleo. Indeed, I fear me, Ceſar, he's thy Rival, 
For while I gave him Audience, his Confuſion---- 
Ceſ. Was what became the Soſtneſs of his Errand. 
Cleo. If he were guilty, you cou'd pardon 
Caſ. Pardon! 
Were it his Crime that Cleopatr.'s fair? 
Shou'd I condemn him, that he thought lik: me 
Were not his Paſſion juſtify'd by Czſar's? 
Cleo. Ceſar, I love you not, you're all Ambition! 
How can you love, ſo free from Jealouſy ? 
Caſ. Why ſhou'd I either doubt my Friend, or 
wrong 
My Cleapatra? where I love; I truſt! 
A gen'rous Flame's the Vigour of the Sov]! 
But ſhamefac'd Jealouſy is mean Deſire ! 
Where once Suſpicion enters, Ceſar's Love 
Muſt leave the Banquet to the next invited! 
But why theſe needleſs Wiles, to alarm 
A Heart too willing of itſelf to yield? 
Cleo. Forgive me, Julias if a Heart, like mine, 
Thinks Art a Duty, to inſure its Wiſhes! 
Can I be too ſecure----I don't complain! 
No! when I've Cauſe, my Suff rings ſhall be ſilent. 
Cæſ. Thou Soul of Love 
Cleo. Let us have Muſick, Ceſar, 
A pleaſing Sadneſs hangs upon my Heart, 
Which I, methinks, wou'd ſooth with Harmony. 
Ce Indulge the Softneſs, and inflame thy Ceſar ? 
O Rome, thy Envy of my Fortune, now, | 
Were juſt! reproach me! hate me! ſtyle me Tyrant? 
Let Cato rail, but thus let Ceſar triumph! 
[ Embraces he- 
(4 Trump is keard at & diſtance. 
Ci@. 
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Cleo. Whence that unbidden Sound? Look forth, 


my Charmion. [Exit Charmion. 
Ce/. A Trumpet! here !--- --can call on none but 
Cæſar. 


Cleo. A thouſand various Apprehenſions ſhake me: 

Some Raſhneſs of the King, Vaſſert his Power! 

Ce/. Fear not, my Queen, while Ceſar is thy Guard, 
Re-enter Charmion. 


Cl ov. Now! th' Occaſion. 
Clarm, Madam, 'tis Antony. 
With earneſt Voice he hollows o'er the Lake, 
For Speech with Cæſar. 
Cleo, Antony! 
Cz/. Your Leave, 
My Queen, for his Admittance. 
Cleo, At Caeſar's Pleaſure, 
But let not me be preſent to his Audience, 
Ce/ſ. Think you, I fear, to truſt your Interview? 
Cleo. Cou'd it oblige my Cæſar, I might tay, 
But in my Senſe, twere kinder to retire. 
[Cæſar leads her forth, and returns. 
Ceſ. J like not this Alarm- Some new Diſorder! 
I've been remiſs--- but 'tis the Life of Czfar, 
To ſtruggle with Annoyance. 


Enter Antony. 


Now, the News! 
I read it, Marcus, in thy Looks, unwelcome! 
No matter, ſpeak it whole, nor ſpare thy Terrors. 
Ant. Ceſur, be now thy ſelf ! the Terror's new! 
The Captains of thy Legions mutiny. 
Ceſ. They muſt be quell'd ! Proceed ! their Grie- 
vances. 
Give me the Terms of Inſolence, that ſpoke them? 
Ant. Tho' of themſelves, too prompt to mu- 
mur, at 
Their Toils, while Ceſar revels out the War! 
I fear the gen rous Freedom you've allow'd 
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conelia's Followers, has inflam'd the Tumult! 
In friendly Bowls they mingle, with our Chiefs; 
Where Sons with Sires, Brothers with Brothers 
meeting, 
Ruſh into former Fondneſs! Foes no more! 
Remorſe, and Shame of mutual Guilt, ſubdues em. 
Now loud they curſe the Raſhneſs of their Cauſe, 
Renounce their Hatred, and embrace in Love. 
Swear, they, no more, will aggravate their Crime; 
Nor glut, with Roman Blood, one Man's Ambition, 
Peace they reſolve ! and as they're Romans barn, 
Are free, and have as ample Right to end, 
hs Ceſar to commence the War. 
Caſ. My Patience! 
Has Conqueſt then ſo pamper'd them! ſo high, 
ln jauncing Pride, that they diſdain their Rider? 
Ant. Nor, came they hither (thusthey talk) to quell 
Egyttian Jars; nor, for a Wanton's Lip, 
To proſtitute the Terror of their Arms. 
Ceſ. Where, Marcus, may I face this bellowing 
Herd? 
That, like the Lion, Cæſar may diſperſe them. 
Ant. 1 left them ſwarming in the Palace Court, 
Where Decius, to prevent the ſpreading Flame, 
Holds them in Parley, While I made ſpeed to Ce/ar, 
Ce/. Tis well; they ſhall be Judges of their Ge- 
neral! 
t muſt be ſo! No time for cool Neſolves 
The Cure muſt, like the Malady, be deſperate! 
But, Cleopatra---No ! --- Staying, to part, 
Might let the Torrent ſwell, to part us ever! 
befriend me, Marcus, in this Exigence ; 
Wait thou the Queen, inform her what has chanc'd, 
Tell her, what dire Convulſions tore me hence, 
lut that I leſt my Friend, my dearer half, 
To ſwage her Fears, and mitigate my Parting. [Exit 
Ant, What pleaſing Terrors fill, at once, my Soul! 
What Solitude! what Scenes of ſoft Retirement! 
' — — | The 
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The Place infuſes languiſhing Deſire! 
The Fair alone, and penſive] Antony 
Commiſſion'd, as a Friend, to ſooth her Fears, 
To pour out all my full Beneyolence 
Of Heart, to calm her Sighs for Ceſar's Abſence! 
Tumultuous Joy ! --- But oh! the torturing Task! 
How, in the Friend, ſhall I conceal the Lover > 
How, for my Rival, can I plead ſincere? 
When my own Suff” rings want her ſofter Pity ? 
Why haſt thou bound me, Ceſar, by thy Truſt, 
To loſe this Criſis of complaining Love? 
Thy happier Stars, thy Pow'r, thy Conqueſts, Fame, 
Have ſtrew'd thy Way with Roſes, to her Arms! 
But what, alas! can lift my Hopes ſo high? 
My Laurels ſprout but from the Root of Ceſar; 
Obſcure, and ſhaded, by his loftier Boughs : 
Deſpairing Antony, at beſt, but brings 
A bleeding Heart, more paſſionately fond, 
Yet that, forbid, by Honour, to complain. 
Enter Cleopatra. 
Cico. So ſoon Diſpatcht, my Ceſar !. Antony! 
[Surpriz'd, 
Ant. Receives this Honour, by the Leave of Ceſar. 
Cler. My trembling Heart! What wou'd thy Fears 
ſuggeſt? 

The Leave of Ceſar! did you ask it ? 

Ant. No! 

Cleo. Did he impoſe it? ſay! or did he think 
The Bounty greater, to prevent Entreaty ? 
Why has his Abſence thus inſulted me! 
That from another's Mouth, I muſt receive, 
What Cæſar's Will decrees of Cleopatra! 

Art. Cou'd you be calm, you'd find his anxious 

Love 

Cleo. Talk not of Love! his Heart is all Ambition! 
Beauty has only Charms, fr uſeleſs Hours! 
But the loy'd Idol of his Soul is Power! 
Jo that, as to his Deity ador'd, 
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He kneels, and thinks no Vows but thoſe are ſacreg 
Ant. Had you been Witneſs of his Pain to part, 
How his conflifting Soul for Cleoparra------ 
Cleo. Why ſtaid he not himſelf, to ſatisfy 
My Heart? can mine be eas'd by Deputation? 
Aſſign'd, like irkſome Bus'neſs, to a Proxy ? 
Ey'n Bus'neſs is preferr'd to Cleopatra! 
Has Wedlock bound me tame to his Obedience, 
Thankful to wait his Leiſure of Deſire? 
Have I not ſcorn'd all Pomp of bridal Honours ? 
Deaf to the diſtant Sighs of Aſia's Kings, 
To make my Heart a Preſent worthy Ceſar ? 
Yet came I free, and ſpotleſs to his Arms, 
Unclogg'd with languid Laws of Happineſs, 
And can | bear this cold prudential Flame, 
That when his Int'reſt calls, obſequious flies, 
Calm to my Love, regardleſs of my Peace? 
Ant. Am ! forbid to vindicate his Love ? 
Cleo. O, had he ever lov'd, he wou'd have thought 
The worſt of Tortures Bliſs, to ſilent Parting. 
Ant. Has Antony offended Cleopatra? 
Is Cæſar's Love, from ought l've ſaid, ſuſpected 
Name but wherein, and execute his Vengeance! 
Here with this Dagger wreak it on my Heart! 
For I dare die, to prove the Faith of Ceſar. 
Cleo. Forgive theſe Sallies of a Heart alarm'd: 
Too fond and faithtul, for its own Repoſe! 
] have off nded you! Paſſion uncurb'd 
In Preſence of the Innocent, is Inſult : 
If I am not unworthy of your Pardon, 
Be kind, and diſſipate my Doubts of Ceſar. 
Art, Ye Gods! how great ! how ſoft her Diſpo- 


ſition! [ Apart. 
Cleo. What dire Miſchance cou'd force him thus 
away ? 


Art, His Liſe! his Glory! Love! were all at ſtake! 
From Cauſes, now, too tedious to rebate, 
Eis menacing Centurions mutiny! 


Fluſh' d 
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Fluſh'd with Succeſs, and vain of Services, 

They call their General to account his Conqueſts! 
Had he not timely flown, to quench the Flame, 
The Ruin might, ere this, have reach'd him here, 


He knew, that parting Love counts Hours but Mo. 


ments------- 
And therefore ſeiz'd that Moment to preſerve you. 

Cleo. How are we ſure he may ſuppreſs this Ty. 

mult ? | 

Ant. Baniſh your Fears! leave Ceſar to his For. 

tune! 
His Genius never, at his Need, forſakes him: 
This Cloud will paſs; let but his View confront them, 
His piercing Eye, like the Gorgonian Shield, 
Shall turn this big-mouth'd Monſter into Stone 
Then when like Perſeus he returns, in Triumph, 
Preſery'd Andromeda ſhall claſp the Heroe. 

Cleo. You Romans want not Wiles of Adulation! 
You ſooth and play, like Wiſhes with our Hearts! 
When I'm in fault to Ceſar, plead for me. 

The Tongue of Antony were ſure to gain him! 

Had our Zgyprian Court, in all its Pride, 

The Nymph, that of his Heart might boaſt her 
Conqueſt, 

My Pow'r might then reward his Faith to Cæſar. 

Ant. ęytt has found the Face---but Antony 
Has on himſelf impos'd Deſpair! the Space 
Betwixt his Heart and Hope---is Earth from Heav'n! 
Nor can my Sighs reproach her Cruelty, 

Who knowing not her Pow'r, is innocent, 

While in my Breaſt the Anguiſh I retain, 

Enduring Virtus triumphs in the Pain, 

1 he Sighs of Honour are not Sighs in vain. 

But ſhou'd my Falſhood once reveal my Care, 

To ask her Fity might deſerve Deſpair. 

When by her Eyes enflam'd, upon my Tongue, 

Burning to ſpeak, my ſecret Pangs have hung, 1 
y 
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My Conſcious Honour then regain'd the Day, 
And bore me guiltleſs, from her Charms, away (Exit. 


Cleo. O Antony ! had Ceſar not been Ceſar, 


A Heart like thine had taught me gentler Paſſion, 


But Thirſt of Empire ſeizing on my Soul, 


Has drove me down the Stream of fierce Ambition, 


Why did I dally with his gen'rous Flame ? 
Searching the Wound, I never meant to cure ? 


But Beauty wild with Pow'er, delights to reign 


O'er Hearts victorious, and enjoys their Pai 


And yet how greater far the glorious Lore, 


To keep one Heart of Merit in our Pow'r, 


nz; 


Than making thouſands from the Crowd, adore ? 


Be my ſole Triumph, but of Cæſar ſure, 
My envy'd Fame ſhall with his conquer'd 
endure, 


World 
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Duem non ille Drcem potuit terrere tumultus ? 
Fata ſed in preceps ſolitus dimittere Ceſar, 
Fortunamgque ſuam per ſumma pericula gaudens, 
Exercere, venit nec, dum deſæviat ira, 
Expectat: medios properat tentare furores. 
Lucan, lib. 5, 


. 
SCENE, The Palace-Court. 


DECIUS, with ſeveral CENTURIONS and 
Inferior Officers of CS A R' in Mutiny. 


1 CENTURION. 


ECIUS, away! in vain wou'd Words 
appeaſe us! 
Our Civil War, or Ceſar, is no more. 
Dec. Is Ceſar, in oneDay, your Enemy? 
2 Cen, Tis time, that Romans ſhou'd 
with Rome be Friends. 


1 Cen. Have we not ſpent onr Lives, in Ceſar's 
Service? | 

Dec. And wou'd you baſely cloſe 'em with his 
Ruin ? 

1 Cen. We ſee no End of his inſatiate Arms. * 
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Have we not ſcatter'd ev'ry Region round us 
with Roman Bones, now Whitening to the Sun! 
And what have the Survivors gain'd, but War: 
More Blood and War is all the Hope that's left us, 
We are determin'd! on, to Ceſar! forward! 
Dec. Yet ſtay your Madneſs! think of milder Mea- 
ſures! 
Temper may bring him willing to your Wiſhes. 
1 Cen. Behold theſe hoary Heads, that bend be- 
neath 
Their Helmets, and are blanch'd in Ce/a-'s Wars! 
Theſe wither'd Hands, that fecbly gra'p their Jav'lim! 
Harmleſs as rural Crooks, meer Staffs for Age! 
Is War ſupportable to Life, like this! 
Is it not time to let Diſeaſes end uz? 
Have not our 'Toils, at leaſt, deſerv'd an Urn? 
Or that our wailing Friends might cloſe our Eyes? 
Still ſhall we leave our mangled Carcaſes 
Unbury'd, to manure the Earth, for Ceſar ? 
Or knows he not the Strength, that yet is left us, 
Might, by one Stroke, ſecure the Peace of Rome? 
And, with his Head, repay the plunder'd World ? 
Dec. So obſtinate ! be on your ſelves your Fate ! 
He comes, the dauntleſe, and the dreadful Ceſar ! 
Enter Cæſar with a Javelin. 
Ceſ. Who are theſe lordly Sires of Civil Power, 
That ſummon Ceſar to their bold Tribunal ? 
That, tir'd with Toil, would talk Mankind to Reft, 
Reſtrain the Valiant, and command their Leader:? 
1 Cen, Here, Ceſar, ſtands the Power that made 
thee Great! 
Determine, now, to give Mankind Repoſe. 
Caſ. Repoſe be thine! Command and Toil be 
Ceſar's, [ K3'ls him, 
Who next adyances to receive Diſmiſſion ? 
Te noiſy! turbulent! vain-glorious Rout ! 
Are you the Arbiters of Cæſar's Cauſe! 
Like Fate, to limit, or with-hold his Conqueſts ? R 
Cou 
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Cou'd you preſume, that your poor Aid withdrawn, 
Wou'd leave his Standards naked in the Field: 
It Pompey's routed Cauſe, o'er burning Sands, 
Can draw ſuch Numbers, to reſume the War, 
Can Ceſ+ir's Eagles droop, in full Succeſs ? 
Can the Victorious fail of worthier Hands, 
To bear our Trophies, and divided Spoil, 
To Rome? While you, inglorious in Repole, 
Are deafned with the Clangors of our Triumphs ? 
Hence, from my Sight, ye murm'ring heartleſs Herd! 
Ye undeſervers of P-ar/alizu Honour 
Such daſtard Spirits are unfit to follow 
Where Ce/ar, and his Fortune, leads the Brave, 
Hence, to your abject Homes! there pine in Corners! 
There waſte your winking Lamps of Lite away, 
And leave your General to be ſingly glorious ! 

Dec. O mighty Caſar ! ſee thy proſtrate Bands 
Confus'd, and ſuppliant at thy Feet for Pardon 
O calm thy dreadful Brow ! thy Decius Kneels 

[ They all throw themſelves at Cacſar's Feet. 

Convinc'd of what their Truth, by me, pronounces! 
Thy warlike Spirit has reviv'd their Flame“ 
While they behold their Gen'ral's Breaſt thus fir'd, 
Thus blazing onward, in the Courſe of Glory, 
Their glowing Hearts imbibe the Martial Ardor, 
Forgetful of their Toils, or Wounds unheal'd, 
Pharſalian V igour ſwells their Streams of Life, 

And pants for Conqueſts, to retrieve their Ceſar. 
Caſ. Decius, to thee, Ceſar conſigns their Fate: 
Diſperſe them to their Poſts: There, Man by Man, 

Examine to the Source of this Diſorder : 

If Treaſon ( prung it, or meer Martial Licence, 

Thoſe who are ſound in Heart, retain and pardon; 

The Factious and the Stubborn bear to Juſtice, --- 

Yet ſtay - - If I miſtake not in the Crowd, 

I ſee a Face, that has a Claim to Pardon [abled! 

That's he! ---- Soldier, come forth ---- thou ſeem'ſt dil- 
2 Cen. Caeſar, I am: theSinews of this Arm 


Are uſeleſs, Caſ. 


Ee we 
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Ce. Thou wert wounded at Pharſaliz? 
2 Cen. Has Ceſar then forgot? wh-n o'er the Head 
Of Brutus there, this Arm was rais'din Air, 
Thy haſty Sword, to ſave him from the Blow, 
Unſtrung theſe Nerves, before his Fate cou'd reach him. 
Ceſ. I remember--- what mov'd thee to this Tumult? 
2 Cen. Reſentment of thy broken Promiſes! 
Caſe. If in my Courſe of Cares, thy Merit ſcap'd me, 
Why ſought'ſ thou not Occaſion to remind me? 
2 Cen, Becauſe I found it eaſter to deſerve, 
Than ask Reward! which due from Ceſar too, 
| chought ſecure; but felt my Arm forgotten, 
| And therefore rais'd this other to revenge it, 
Ceſ. Thy Charge is Juſt, and turns thy Crime on 
Ceſar ; 
Thy Bluntneſs ſpeaks it but miſtaken Virtue. 
| Give me thy Pardon, Soldier, for thy Wrong, 
2 Cen. Ceſ«r, I lov'd thee ever, but was griev'd, 
To think the Wound, my Gen'ral's Mercy gave, 
Had only mark'd me to reproach his Honour. 
| Cef. Decius, this Inſtant let a Donative 
| Of ren great Azzice Talents be his Meed! 
| And to ſupply the Wreath he might have torn 
From Brutus: Head, to the firſt vacant Cohort 
Be his Command preferr'd. 
2 Cen. What Roman Heart 
Beats not at Ceſar's Virtue ? 
. Cef. If on Search, 
Thou find'ſt, among theſe Numbers, Men whoſe Age 
Has led them to the Verge of drooping Life, 
Let Sums proportion'd to their Service be 
Disburs'd, and Convoys order'd, to their Country. 
omnes. None, Ceſar, none! our Swords, our Lives 
are Cæſar's. 
Caſ. Then Ceſar is again your Fellow-Soldier, 
11 [ They Skout. 
if. For further Thanks, my Veterans, atten dme. 
Lead to the Palace, 


a. Enter 
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Exter Cornelia. 
Corn. Ceſar, guard thy Life! 
Ceſ. Let Danger face me, and the Guard is preſent; 
Corn. Revenge, and Treaſvn, in theſe Walls, deter- 
min'd, 
Lie lurking for thy Blood the Moment that 
Thou enter'ſt here, a thouſand furious Daggers 
Will claſh their Points within thy Boſom! This 
Contains the Plan, the Means, th' Accomplices! 
| Gives a Schedule 
Ceſ. Gods! am I rivall'd by Corre'ia's Virtue! 
O Roman Spirit! It my Envy thank thee! 
Corn. Thanks I refuſe; thy Envy were my Glory! 
This juſt Diſcovery to my ſelf was due. 
Without Conditions, therefore have I made it. 
Yet I muſt own, one Life e en Honour ſtands 
Engag'd to ask; be that in Ceſar's Breaſt, 
Cæſ. Corne'ia's Honour, here, gives Laws to Ceſar, 
Cern. Fulvius, a faithful Servant in my Train, 
(Whoſe Zeal impatient in the Cauſe of Rome, 
Had raſhly join'd him in this Enterprize,) 
Reflecting how the Deed abortive might 
Involve Great Pomp:y's Relict in the Ruin, 
In duteous Confidence reveal'd the Secret; 
*Twas thus Corne ia's, and from her, tis Ce/ar's! 
C, O Pomfey! Envy not Pha: ſalia's Field! 
Tho' Cæſar conquer'd, thy Cone ia triumphs. 
Corn. Yet think not, Cœſar, that I've ſpar'd thy 
Lite, 
To form a Friendſhip, where my Hate is due; 
No, I preſery'd thee but to uſe thy Power, 
In what I know thy Glory is concern'd, 
To wreak thy Vengeance on my Pompey's Murderers! 
That paſt; again, I give thee to the Sword, 
A nobler Victim to the Laws of Reme. 
Ceſ. Each Moment of that Life, thou haſt giv'a to 
Ceſa, 
Is loſt, while Pempey's Vengeance is delay'd! 
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1 gave thee Orders, Decius, to demand 
Th' Aſſaſſins, and Adviſers of his Fate. 
Are they ſurrender'd ? 
| Dec, Ceſar, no!---- -the King 
Wludes thy Power: Ere his unwilling Search 
purſu'd them, We have Cauſe to think, he ſent 
His private Notice to adviſe their Flight. 
| Evn in th' Ægytian Camp, they're now protected; 
Where fierce in Menaces, they brave thy Vengeance. 
| Ceſ. Brav'd by Agyptians ] let our Troops be form'd! 
Purſue them, by a Trumpet! if refus'd, 
Say, Ceſar, by his Legions, will demand them. 
Call from the Fleet our Germans, to inforce us! 
This Scheme deſcribes an Aqueduct, a Vault 
| Thro' which this Earthborn Treaſon is to ſpeed. 
| Draw out five Cohorts, to ſccure the Streets, 
Ani guard our Pioneers, while th:y dig through, 
And with a Barrier Wall cut ſhort their March; 
| Then, from the Sluices, drown them in the Cavern. 
Cornelia! when this Treaſon is ſuppreſt, 
Ceſar will give due Order for thy Freedom, 
| With Convoys, to whatever Port, thy Friends, 
| Thy Hopes, or Fortune of thy Cauſe, ſhall call thee, 
Corn, Ceſar, in vain I leave this fatal Shore, 
Unleſs Indulgent to my Woes, thou grant 
| One farther Boon. 
Ceſ. Corn lia might Command it.—— 
Corn, Ot all the Trophies thy Pharſalia boaſts, 
Yield to my ſuppliant Sorrows, Pomtey s Aſhes. 
Ce/. Philip, his faithful manumitted Slave, 
Having preſery'd them, in too mean an Urn, 
[ therefore charg'd Achoreus to provide 
Co-n. Tis not\the Casket gives the Treaſure Value, 
The meaneſt Urn is dignify'd by Tears! 
The Bones of Pomp.y will adorn his Tomb. 


Ce/. Achoreus with the mournſul Object ſhall 
| Attend thee,----- Ants! 77 


Enter 
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Ant. Ceſar, to Arms! 
From the Zgyptian Camp, our Spies inform us, 
That fer ſome ſudden, hoſtile Enterprize, 
Their March is ſpeeding onward to the City! 
That fierce Phetinus, and Achillas Rage, 
To fave themſelves, or to redeem their King 
From Roman Power, have blown this Tempeſt up, 
Determin'd on their own, or Cæſar's Fate, 
To ſtake the Chains, or Liberty of Zegypr. 
Ceſ. Thy News has but confirm'd our earlier 
Notice, 
Ant. O! I foreſaw this Beauty wou'd be fatal ! 
Ceſ. Let Marcus then be warn'd by Ceſar's Error! 


Apart. 


The Time yet ſerves to mend it now my Veterans! 
2 Cen. Now, Caeſar, we'll redeem our blaſted Ho- 
nour, 
And guard thy Glories, from the Fate of Pomtey. 
Ceſ. Since to prevent, our Arms arriy'd too late, 
Like Romans follow, and revenge his Fate. 
Exit, cum ſus, 
Corn. No, Ceſar, to deſtroy thee, tho' twere Jult, 
Revenge is mean, when ftain'd by Treachery ! 
Pharſalia, Rome, and Pompey's Blood, demand 
An equal Deſolation of thy Fame! 
Ev'n at thy Legions Head, in open Field, 
Where Conquelt gave thee Uſurpation ! there! 
There, to deplume thee of thy creſted Glories! 
When my Vicorious Father, and the Sons 
Of Pompey, may like echoing Hunters chaſe thee, 
With all thy branching Honours on thy Head, 
And circling round thy Fall, enjoy thy Ruin ! 
Then, then were Rome and Pompey's Fame re- 
veng'd |! 


But from this Blow, the Gods and Honour guard | 


thee! 


For 


Us, 


For 
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for O! thou wert his Victor, not Aſſaſlin! 
And howſoe' er thy Cauſe reviles thy Arme, 
Yet Roman juſlice jcorns the Sword Cf Treaſon! 


Enter Achoreus with Fempey's Urn. 


jut ſee ! the Holy Prieft obeys ! and from 


| 


| 


: 


J 


The Gates of Flenty comes, to feed my Woes 

With Ce/ar's charitable Dole of Death: 

The dear, the mournful, laſt Remains of Pombey. 
Acho. From mighty Ceſar, to diſtreſt Cornelia, 


| Theſe honour'd, facred Relics, I preſent; 


jut that thy Piety o'erſways his Will, 


| A nobler Urn had grac'd thy Heroe's Aſhes, 


: 


« Go thou, Achoreus, (ſaid th: 'gen'rous Victor) 

« Compoſe her Sorrows! mitigate her Wailings ! 

« Tell her, her Virtue has ſecur'd her Vengeance, 
« Binding the Life of Ceſar, to purſue it. 

« But till more glorious Monuments can rife, 

« Entreat her to accept his previous Victims. 


hen bending to the great Remains, he ſigh'd, 
' Embrac'd them ---- paus'd ---- let fall a Tear, 
lud with an awful Kits, gave back the Charge. 
corn. O ſacred Virtue! teach me to receive, 


| Vith Thanks, th:ſe Obligations of my Foe ; 


Nor let ungrateful Envy lead my Soul, 


Jo wrong the Generous by mean Sufpicion | 


What tho' he riſes by the Fall of Pompey / 

What tho' his Arms oppoling Prolomey, 

May fix ambitious Cle:patra's Crown? 

Hall I upbraid the Vengeance, whoſe Effet 

| Diſperſes Benefit to more than me? 

| Cornelia, no! 'twere impious to r.vile 

The Sun, for that his Beams are general ! 

Judge Ceſar then in this, to think like thee z 

telieyve the nobler Motive rules his Heart, 

ind own the Debt of kis Revenge, and Tears, 
Ach>, Thus Virtue never is defac'd! unchang'd 

I Strokes of Fate, ſhe triumpùs o'er Diſtreis, 

| D 


And 
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And ev'ry bleeding Wound adorns her Beauty, 
[ Trumpets and Shouts at a Diſtance, 
But hark! th' Alarm is giv'n! and Cæſar now 
Again is dealing the Necrees of Fate! 
la time retire! the Ruin here may reach you. 
Corn. What Ruin can come nearer to my Heart? 
[ Folling the Urn in her Arms, 
O orudge me not this dear Repaſt of Grief! 
Grief is the only Food my Senſe can bear! 
Love has reſign'd its Fondneſs to Affliction; 
V. hich with the ſame Impatience ſeeks its Object, 
And thus wou'd feed its Woes with full Deſpair, 
| Shout. Charge, 
Le ofens the Urn gent y, and gaze: into it inte ing, 
while Achoreus ſteaks. 
Ach. Again! the Storm of War approaches! Gods! 
She hears it not! immers'd in deeper Woes! 
Did ever Griet thus dignify the Heart? 
See how ler agonizing Frame endures ! 
While Tears run back in Wonder of her Woe. 
[ Trumfpets. 
With Care obſerve the Sallies of her Soul, 
[To her Attendants, 
21 explore th' in pending Danger: Guard 
He: G-iets from Violence 'till my Return 
May pers if Courts, or Temples may protect her. 
Exit. 
Cern. Tis done! the Debt of Nature is diſcharg' d! 
Great, inju'd, peaceful, dear Remains, farewel! 
Erie! has enjoy*d iti Eeſtaſy of Pain! [ Cloſes the Urn 
And now a nobler Duty claims my Soul, 
Revenge and / oe demand me back to Life, 
To ani:nate our Cauſe, 'till Liberty 
Negain'd, miy raise its Altars to thy Name, 
0 I on; ey! that laſt Hope alone prevails; 
For that bleſt Hour, 1 patient breathe, beneath 
Tee Loads of dire Calamity, Nor dare, 
"Till that's accomp-ilh'd, ax the Burd. n down. 
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Then ſhall Cornelia, thro? the Gates of Life, 
Ruſh foremoſt, with the Tidings to thy Shade. 
Ala 17, 
Enter Achoreus. 

Acha. Away, Cornelia! fly, thy Foes have conquzr'd ! 
Ceſ-r is loſt! and Zgypr triumphs o'er 
The Fate of Pompey. 

Corn. Gods! it cannot be ! 

Say how! the Terrors of the Day deceive thee! 

Acho. O no! the King, who warily, at fiſt, 
Seem'd n utral in the Fray; on his Succeſs, 

Exulting now, avows the Enterprize, 
Applauds his Veng-ance, and abſolves the Crime. 

Corn. Still am | loſt in in Wonder! was not Ceſar 
By me apprizd, forewarn'd of this Defign ? 

Acho. Too ſhort the Warning, when fo n:ar the 

Blow ! 
For tho' his Care no Moment loſt, to ſto 
His latent Danger, from the Aqueduct; 
Yet, ere his Cohorts from their Ships cou'd land, 
Or thoſe within the Town be drawn to Order, 
Our ſpeedier Troops, impetuous as the Jides 
Of Nie, came pouring thro' our Gates! while Ceſar, 
Now, like a Veſſel from its Anchor blown 
Adrift, and uſeleſs, down the Stream is borne, 
Loft, and unaided, by the Wrecks around him! 

Corn. Yet hold! nor let me hear of «/ar's Fate! 
Leſt Rome, diſhonour'd by the Means, ſhou'd owe 
Her Liberty to vile /E2yptian Falſhogd ! 

Leſt the perfidious Prolomey ſhou'd buy, 
With Cæſar's Head, bis Pardon, from the Cenate, 
And ward the Vengeance of the Gods, for Pomtey! 
Acho, Who next mult bleed, the Cods can tell; but 
now 
In dread Confuſion, fly the Reman Eagles, 
Preſt, and retreating to the Pharias lle; 
There only have the Valiant Choice, to fa'l 
On pointed Spears, or periſh in the Seas 
D 2 Tehind 
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Behind them, The reveng ful Prolomey, 
Impatient to reſume the Reins of Empire, 
Flew, on the News, to make the Queen his Captive; 
Pretending, now, ſhe is the Kingdom's Foe, 
Confederate with Ceſar, to its Ruin! 
Fly then, Cornelia, from this rolling Danger! 
Outrage and Slaughter fill the Streets, and ſweep, 
Without Diſtinction, Innocence along! 
10 Ie Temple haſte! thy Virtue there 
Secure may wait the Will of Heav'n. 

Corn. Juſt Gods! 
Had I but Life to loſe, the Tumult bere 
Might end my Wo-s; but leſſer Cares muſt wait: 
To guard theſe dear Remains, | waye my Fate, [Ex6 


The SCENE opening to the Palace, diſcovers Cleo- 
patra guarded. 


Cuard. Here our Commiſſion ends, Th" Occaſi 
Madam, | 
Of your Confinement now, the King himſelf 
Will anſwer he approaches, [Ex, Guards, 


Enter Ptolomey. 


Ptol. Gods! I thank yeu! 
This Hour has well repaid the Wrongs of Empire. 
Thou fatal Stain, to the Lagaan Race! 
Inglorious Hees, to the Peace of AZgyprt! 
Where is your Paris now? your Reveller! 
Your Champion Ceſar, who diſſolv'd in Pleaſures, 
Contemn'd the Royal Vengeance, that ſurrounds him} 
What, are thy boaſted Charms abandon'd, loſt! 
Has then this glorious Robber left thee hop-leſs? 
From thy unguarded Honcur ſtoln the Gem, 
And thrown thee, like a uſeleſs Casket, by, | 
To make his Flight more ſpeedy? N w recall him. 
Cleo. Cæ ſar beſt knows h is Time - you ſay he's fled: 
The Flying live! the Living may return! * 
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Pzol. So deſperate! canſt thou then form a Hope, 

On Ceſar's Life? are Malefactors ſaid 

Io live, when o'er their deſtin'd Heads, the Sword 

of Juſtice rais'd in Air, is falling to the Blow: 

Such is the State of Ceſar, coop'd in Pharos! 
Cleo. On Caeſar's Fate, I know my own depends: 
Nor will precarious Life, when he's no more, 

ze worth my Care: yet in his vanquiſh'd Heart 

I reign'd one Day, the World's Imperial Miſtreſs! * 

Al Empires have their Period: mine, tho” ſhort 

On Earth, ſhall perching on the Wings of Z:/ar, 

Be born through Ages to a deathleſs Fame! 

What Beauties yet unborn, reading my Story, 

» | Shall find their Virtue ſtagger, at my Conqueſt, 

| And ſigh for Cæſars, that, like mine, mighit love! 

* { Ptdl. Confuſion! dar'ſt thou vaunt thy in{2.ny?- 

Is kindling Shame a Stranger to thy Check: 

That nor thy Race di ſhonour'd, nor the Breach 

„ of ſacred Laws, can give thy Crimes a Terror ? 

cles. Talk' ſt thou of violated Laws! whoſe iTeart, - 

On cool Deliberation, cou d renounce them? 

Tho deaf to Obligations, to thy Crown reſtor' J, 

Jo Honour, Gratitude, or Faith of Nations, 

Gou'lt baſely pierce thy Benefactor's Boſom, 

And ſtain thy Soul, with bounteous Pente, Zlood 3? 

While I, at Hazard of my 'i:rone aud Lite, : 

drove by his Safety to prevent tay Crime, 

I, with Reſentment fir'd, I fince have leagu's 

With Ceſor, to retrieve my Crown; accuſe 

Thy own injurious Arms, that fir] ulurp'd it! 

did 1 not warn thee too of Caſur's Love ? 

at thou not know my Scul was f;rm'd for Empire? 
cou'i{t thou hope, that miilen Maxlety, 

peeviſh Coyneſs, wou'd reſtrain Ambicion ? 

What are the Laws that cver yer confin' it} 

Tho Love to Caeſars dit might be venial! 

kt Nature's whole Content abhoes the Aflaſſin. 

| Pi, Tis well! this Spirit Call have further Tryal! : 

| DD 3 Wus 
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Who waits ? our Guard ? 
Enter Guard haſtily. 


What means thy breathleſs Terror » 
Guard. Look forth, and ſee, Sir Pharos is in Flames. 
Ptol. Confuſton to my Eyes! [Going to the Window, 
Cl-o. It muſt be ſo! 

The Brand of Vengeance is in Cæſar's Hand. art, 


Enter Photinns from the other Side. 


Phot. O Horror! Horror! Ruin, Rage, and 
Slaughter, 
With Ceſar's Fortune, follow at our Heels! 
O Sir! with Shame and Terror, I pronounce it, 
Fly, fly, while yet Occaſion ſerves, to ſave you. 
1:41, Gods! let me know the Danger, that compels 
me. 
ot. While Ceſar in the Pharian Iſle was hemm'd, 
And to all Eyes, that ſaw him, deem'd our Prey, 
D.ath every Moment feeding on his Front; 
And on his Rear, no Hope, but Seas to fink him; 
Yet Fortune, in his laſt Deſpair, redeem'd him, 
While on the narrow Mole, fierce , ecius, joyn'd | 
Viih Autony, a while ſuſtain'd the Day; 
Himſelf perplex'd, and raging at his Fate, 
s if, he dying, had reſolv'd to light 
His Funeral Pile, with dread Phalaric Darts, 
That kindle as they fly, he fires the City; 
Nor ſpares our Altars from the blazing Ruin! 
And now far caſting o'er the Main his Eye, 
With trembling indignation he beheld 
His diſtant Fleet inactive to his Aid. 


Then heav'd his Breaſt, and ſpringing with the | 


Thought, 
He headlong plung'd kim in the Waves 
Cl-o. My Car 
Plot. In one rais'd Hand aloft above the Tide, 
Same Scrolls of high Importance he preſery'd, 


ths 


nd, 
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| god, with his ather, plough'd the Surge before him! 


ks oft, athwart the rapid Floods of Nile, 

come monſtrous Crocodile, in queſt of Prey, 

Rolls bis huge Length, thro' Showers of Darts along 
go, fearleſs of the hiſſing Shafts around him, 

gwam the fell Ceſar foaming to his Fleet. 


| His Troops, that from their Ships beheld his Danger, 


| With Shouts, that echo to the Heav'ns, receive him, 


Nor loſe a Moment to regain the Day! 

Now loaded Galleys ply their ſtroking Oars, 

| And in an Inſtant pour them on the Strand. 
They form! they march! thus Cæſar re-inforc'd, 


| Furious as Libyan Whirlwinds blows his Foes 
Before him. 


Ito“. Gods! as Fortune were his Slave! 


| Cle. Form'4 to ſubdue the World, and charm the 


Fair ! [Exultang, 
Piol, What Hope can ſave us? 
Phot, On this Side the Pharos, 
Where yet cur fainting Troops diſpute his Paſſage, 
' Alight-iail'd Veſſel hulls about the Shore, 
Thence only can your Fortune ſave you. 
Cleo. IIold! 
Vet ere you periſh, hear a Siſter's Counſel, 
Spite of my injuries, a Brother's Blood 
Sets Nature in too horrible Alarm! 
And not preventing, is to urge thy Ruin ! 
From Cæſars Arms, what Earth or Seas can ſave thee ? 
If then thy Fear ſuggeſts, thou haſt deſerv'd 
His dread Reſentm: nt, truſt with me thy Fate: 
| Ne-r ſhall theſe Knees unbend from Ce/ar's Sighie, 
Till Cleats Pra; ers have ſeal'd thy Pardon! 
Pto. Audacious Inſult! Pardon! Shall my Crown, 


Dependent on a Wanton's Smile, compound 


Thy Crimes: the Pandar of my own Diſhongur 2; 
Cleo. Thy Fate be on thy Head! 
Prot, The Fate of Cæſur, 

Alike with Tralomey s, is fix d and certain $: 
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Who firſt muſt periſh, to the Gods is known. 
At leaſt, this Hour ſhall Honour loſt attone ; 
My Rage ſhall on his Heart revenge our Fame, 
Or ſcorn the Life, that dares ſuryive the Shame. 


[Ex. Ptol. and Pho. 


Cleo. Ungrateful Boy ! hy parting Arrogance 
Betrays the rooted Rancbur in thy Soul: 
Had Ceſar not eſpous'd my injur'd Right, 
Or had my Eyes engag'd his Arms, for thee 


Then, what thou term'{t myShame, were courtly Glory. 


I thought thy Youth miſguided by thy Creatures, 
'That they alone had wrought thee, to the Tyrant; 
But find thy Nature, to their Hands, had form'd thee, 
My Woman's Heart, forgetful of my Wrongs, 
Wou'd have commended thee to Cæſar's Mercy; 
But now, while thus thy Hate diſdains my Care, 
If his juſt Vengeance, for the Blood of Pompey, 
Shou'd overtake thy Guilt; reproach thy Raſhneſs. 
My Fame's acquitted of thy wilful Fate, 
And Grief, in riſing Empire, ſhall forget thee. 

(4 Floitih, 
Hark! hark! the Roman Trumpets, lice the Voice 
Of Fate, pronounce to Cæſar's Arms the Day! 
My Heroe! fee where joyous Antony 
Flies with a Loyer's Haite, to bear the News. 


Euter Anton Y. 


Ant. Hail! bright Imperial Monarch of the Nile! 
For ſuch have Cæſar's Fortune, and the Fate 
Of Ptolomey, ordain'd thee, 
Cleo, Frolomey! 
What dreadful Ruin cou'd fo ſoon o'ertake him? 
Ant, As Ceſar round the blazing I Rares 
Led Eis weil-order'd Troops, to quenci the Flames; 
Forth from the Palace, in diforder'd Haſte, 
He ſaw the King, 7hotinus, and the Guards, 
Ruſh thry? a Band of Romans to the Bay; 
Where P:iolomey's young Arm fo bravely fought, That 
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That Ceſar, in the Conflict, cail'd aloud, 
Spare ! ſpare the King! He, ſcornful of his Mercy, 
Wich double Fury now renew'd the Fray! 
Bur oh! in vain ! breathleſs, at laſt, he jaw 
Photinus, and Achillas, by his Side 
Expire! a Death, for their vile Crimes, too glotious! 
At length, his Fortune deſperate, he broke, 
With Fury, thro' the Tumult, to the Mole, 
from whence, into a floating Bark he launch'd, 
His laſt Retreat and Hope : but here, his Friends, 
| Too zealuus tor his Safety, urg'd his Fate; 
Such Crowds of Followers his Flight attended, 
| That ev'n in Ceſar's View, th' oer-treighted Boat 
dunk foundring down, and periſh'd in the Heep. 
Cleo. Such is the Vengeance of the Gods for Pompey ? 
Ant, ell has bis eath atton'd his Errors paſt, 
| Fince injur'd Cleopatra, by his Fall, 
Enjoys, at laſt, her undiſputed Empire. 
Ey'n Ceſar fought not for himſelf, but you: 
This Moment to your People he proclaims 
| You Queen, and ta conciliate to your Crown 
Their Hearts, and render Ptolomey forgotten, 
Confirms the Laws and native Rights of Egypt. 
Cle. Can Ceſar have a Foe, that is not ſuch 
To Virtue ? [ Elouriſh, 
Hark, he comes! my Conqueror! 
| My Wiſhes Lord, and Glory of my Heart. 


: 


FY 1888 


Enter Cæſar. She runs to embrace him. 


C. O my forſaken Fair! my Toils, at length, 
la Peace and Tranſport yield me to thy Arms! 
ln all the Conflicts I've, this Day, ſuſtain'd, 
ly Fears for thee ſunk deepeſt in my Heart; 
and while the Soldier fought, the Lover trembled. 
fut here my Heart, collected to its Joy, 
| Pours out my Cares, forgotten on thy Boſom. 


. Er. Now ye chaſte Matrons, that reproach my 
Love, 


— 


N 
| 


Behold. 
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Behold my Ceſar in this Blaze of Glory! 

O let the Dangers of this Day but ſpeak him! 

Let impious Treaſsn, thro' the Earth, aſſail him! 
Or, in the Pharos, dreadful Flames ſurround him, 
Thence hurl him headlong to deyouring Seas! 
While, like the Ocean's God, he rides the Billowe, 


Behold him, thro” this War of Elements 
Victorious! then! then bid theſe Arms refuſe him! 
[Shaut, | 
Enter Decius, | 
Dec. Ceſar, the publick Joy, in Crowds impatient, | 
Swarms round the Palace, to behold their Queen. 


C:/. A Moment, and the Queen ſhall greet them. 
Cornelia! 


Enter Cornelia en the other Side. 


Cern. Ceſar, with a divided Heart, I come) 
At once to gratulate, and mourn thy Arms: | 


Since Pom:ey, here, no more Revenge can hope, 
This fatal Shore is hateful to my Eyes; 
I therefore now remind thee of thy Word, 

Thy promis'd Convoys, for my free Departure. 
Hence let me wing my Flight! with Pompey's Urn, 
To rouze the drooping Life of Liberty, 

And arm another World, to blaſt thy Lawrels! 
O Ceſar! tremble! for my Soul preſages! 
Howe'er thy lawleſs Arms may ſwell thy Power, 
Think not that Rome, tho' conquer'd, will endure thee: | 
Her Genius, like a Lion tam'd, one Day 

May turn, when leaſt ſuſpected, on his Keeper, 
And ſtalk, in Triumph, o'er the Limbs that aw'd him! 
Such may be Caſar's Fate! the Gods have warn d thee- 
Wou'dſt thou be truly glorious, yield us Peace! 
To Scipio, Pompey's Sons, and Cate, now 

I bend my Courſe; if thou haſt ought to offer, 
That may concern the harraſs'd World's Repoſe, 
Carne ia {hall report it, 
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Ceſ. Tell them, this ! 


The Laws, they fight for, Ceſar will maintain; 
Nor are they ſafer, in their Hands, than his! 
vhen I look round the World, and ſee 

What Miſeries attend Abuſe of Power, 


| judge my Conqueſts by the Gods aſſign'd, 


uo give their Laws new Force, and mend Mankind! 


If then Ambition prompts me to excell 
The greateſt Patriot fam'd for ruli,g well, 


Let foul-tongu'd Envy burſt her ſwelling Heart, 


My conſcious Virtue ſhall perform its Part. 
Ceſar his Period to the Gods ſhall truſt, 
Nor can, till Gods forſake him, think bis Arms unjuſt. 


E PIL O G UE. 


Spoken by Mrs. OLD FIELD. 


WW AS it not Bold, from ſlated Rules to Rove, 
| And make the Tragic Muſe commode to Love? 
To eau wiforious Cæſar turn'd Gallant, 
And what, in Life, the greateſt Warriors want! 
That all the glorious Battles they may gain, 
Unleſs the Fair are Kind, are Fought in vain! 
Prim Prudes, be ſure, will urge, that lawleſ; Fire, 
In Death, and Deſolation, ſhou d expire! 
That Tragedy /hou'd fright your Hearts from Evil, 
And ſhew, that Love unlicensd. is the Devil! 
Suppoſe this True Yet, who's to judge the Error: 
Nou d Belles and Beaux refuſe the Foy, from Terrar ? 
Our Author, therefore, tells the downright Story, 
And lays his Madam's Frailty fair before you : | 
Say, Nymphs! who've ſeen this Cleopatra die, | 

| 


Were you then cur'd of Lowe ? or did you cry 

O Ged ! my Lord! awou'd you were Antony! 
Can you then blame a Muſe, ſubdu'd, to write, 
On what gave Czſar's Heart ſuch full Delight? 
Since you in Muſic found his Charms ſublime, - 
Make not à little Common Senſe his Crime: | 
*Tis true, he had not all the Charms in Faſhion; 

His Lawrels gave not, like Tupe's, Temptation. 
Romans, of eld, were no ſuch killing Cattle, 

Nor wore their Hair, like Cocks, new trimm'd for Battle! 
Nor knew of Paſte, and Puffs, the modiſh Air, 

With Heads, like frozen Mops, to melt the Fair! 
Our Dame s, at leaſt, leſs liable to Satyr, 

Tho' frail, ſhe choſe the Grand, not Petit Maitre! 
Beſide, if Cæſar at her Feet cou'd lie, 

Your Tears may flow more Fuft, for Antony! 

Since then, his World well Loſt, your Hearts admirt, 
Let Her with CæSsA& live, with AN TONY Expith 
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ated for W. FEALES, at Rawe's- Head, over- 
Tainit St. Clement's Church in the Strand. 


M. DCC. XXXVI. 


THE 


PROLOGUE. 


Spoken by Mr. BETTERTON. 


3 ONG have we firove, with Paſſion and 

We. Grimace, 

To ſhow you Vice and Virtue's diff *ring Face : 

Virtue's Reward has wwoo'd you to its Charms, 

= And Vice expoi'd, Mud laugh you from its 
Arms. 

Virtue ave vaindy offer to your Taſte ; : 


| Tir'd with Iuſtruction, and agog for Feſt, 
| I abhor the wholeſome Plainneſs of the Feaſt. 


B ain on pois'nous Vice wou'd Satire trample, 

For what you ſhou'd contemn, is your Example: 

I vain aue wear the Buskin, or the Sandal; 

lour judging falſe, makes our Inſtruction Scandal. 

The Wife ProveR'd to wrong her Husband's Bed, 

Was meant his Cure, by puniſhing his Head : 

But you from hence, not kind, but jealous grow ; 

| Think all Wives falſe, when Uſage males em ſo : 8 
Reform the Brute, you keep the Woman true. 

Ihe Powder'd Fop, for arawling Speech, and Dreſs, 
Expos'd, ſhall laugh: But then jo likes his Face, c 
te dreſſes in the Stages Looking-glaſs. 

Ihe bigh-kept Miſs, when fhewn the Fate of Filting, 
imiles | Gets a new Spar et Feols a Tilting : 

4 ſecond Time ſhe's warn'd, and fo improves, 

bill, in due Time, about the Pit ſhe roves, 8 
Reduc'd to Doily : Stuff, no Stays, and dirty Gloves. 

A 3 Thus 


PROLOGUE. 
Thas cn Sage Collier too might be accus'd, 
If what Has writ, thr Ignorance, abus'a : 
Girls may read him, nt for the Truth he ſays, 


But to be pointed to the Bawdy Plays : 
Far be't to think ſuch his Intention was. 


Thus ev'n found Phyfick, if wrong talen, Gall 


Inflame Diſeaſes, which it meant to heal : 
Now, the Men die, Phyfick has Virtue fill. 
Wau'd you but come with Minds attentive, bent 
To laugh at Follies, Vices to reſent ; 


arn'd by the Dangers painted, ab you learn 


To Hun abroad what's here the Wiſe Man's Scorn: 


Calm would be then the Zealot's haſty Rage; 


And good Men, fearleſs, might ſupport the Stage: 


Then, as at Athens, to learn Virtue's Rules, 
Crowds might wwe hope for from deſerted Schools, 
To fee our Labours, by juſt Laws allow'd, 

And Publick Treaſures pay for Publick Good : 
Like them encourag'd, We like them might write ; 
Athenian Hearers raid Athenian Wit. g 
in Favour then of us, begin To-day, q 
To make à juſt Conſtruftion of a Play: 

So ſhall the impiaus Xerxes Terror move 

The chafte Tamira' Tears from ruin'd Love. 
His firſt Attempt for Virtue you approv'd ; 

But now, fair Nymphs, by ncbler Paſſion mov'd, 
Our Author has ta your juſt Praiſe deſign'd 

A brighter Image of your Sexes Mind. 
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EPILOGUE. 


0 Friends or Fors, whatever Fortune ſends 


him, 


mend 1 ; 


| D) If from his preſeut Dullneſs, Sirs, you fear 
1 Te — of his Writing once a Near, 
ſo cure his future Itch of writing ill, 
New, Headlong, throw him to the Muſes Hell. 
But if from what you've ſeen, your Thoughts inclins, 
Dat any Sparks of Heat or Genius Hine, 
Let hoſe your Favours, wave Poetict Laws ; 
| ford, 10 your Wiſhes, fecell him with Applonſe, 


A 4 Dra- 


Xerxes, 
Mardonius, 
Artabanus, 
Aranthes, 
Memnon, 
C'lcontes, 
Poct, 


Lamira, 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 


King of Perſia, Mr. Verbruggen. 


8 Mr. Hodgſon. 
c His Generals, Mr. Betterton. 
A Commander, Mr. Scudamre. 


Artabanus's Lieutenant, Mr. Freeman. 
The King's Creature, Mr, Thurmmd, 
An Impudent Fellow, Mr. Boin. 


Wiſe to Artabanus, Mrs. Barry. 


Maskers, Magi, Soldiers, &c. 


Scene PERS TIT A. 


= > 
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The SCENE, Near Xerxes's Palace. 


Enter Mardonius and Aranthes. 
4 AVE Patience, brave Mardonius. 


Patience ! tis the Coward's Virtue. 
Im a Soldier brought up in Arms, 


LY 


De And when the noble End of Life is 
| WS gone ; 

My Country's honour loſt ; my King with Shame repulo d; 
Our Foes inſulting ; we ſtill hopeleſs of Revenge; 


| Where is there Room for Patience? 


Aran. I am a Soldier, Sir. 

Mar. Then talk like one. [Weapon ; 

Aran. I wou'd not talk; the Tongue's a Woman's 

Vhile there's a Greek on Earth, my Arm ſhall ſpeak my 

Thoughts. 

Mar. Why didit thou mention Patience then ? 

Aran. Becauſe I knew twould anger you. 

| but oppos d you, like a rapid Stream, 

To make you foam and row with double Force. 

Mar. O'er whom: 

Aran. Th Athenians! Think on Salamis ; 

| that deep Sea the Perfian Honour ſunk. 

Twas there our dazzling Sun, Great Xerxes' Glory, ſet 
Mar. Confuſion ! [for ever. 

A 5 Aran, 


10 r 


Aran. Does then the Name of Salamis offend you ? 
Mar. Furies and Hell! Canſt thou be pleas d to hear it? 
Aran. I am To hear it does offend you. 

And now T've rais'd you to my End propos d, 

Tve that ſhall keep your brave Reſentment warm. 
Read there the Liſt of our ſurviving Troops, & Giving a 
Which I with utmoſt Care have join'd ; Scronel. 
If yet you think it not too late to head 'em, 
To-morrow's Sun ſhall fee a General Muſter, 

Where ev'ry Face will ſpeak an Heart reſolv'd: 

"Tis true, they're ſcarce an Handful 

To the Numbers we fet out with; yet till 

A brave Revenge, Revenge for Glory loſt, 

Is ſuch an animating Cauſe, 

As mult inſpire our Arms with double Fury. 

Mar. Ay, now the Soldier ſpeaks! This Talk becomes 

Methinks the Voice of Fate informs me now, , [thee; 
That proud Themi/tocles ſhall dearly buy- — 
His boaſted Spoils of Perſia. 

My Heart's on Fire at the reviving Thought, 
And bounds to be in Action. 

No more remains, but that we ſeek the drooping King, 
And form him for the vaſt Exploit. 

Aran. Brave Artabanus is in Search of him 

"Tis faid, on Information that the Enemy 

Had a Defign to hinder his Retreat, 

He poſted privately ta th' Helleſpont; 

But ere he could arrive, a furious Storm 

Had quite diſpers'd his Bridge of Ships, 

And that Way ſtopt his Paſlage : 

How he eſcap'd, I hear not. 

See, Sir, Artabanus comes; 

We probably may learn of him. 


Enter Artabanus dejedted, 


My Lord, you're welcome! doubly welcome now, but , 
How have the Gods diſpos'd our Maſter Xerxes ? 
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Mar, If thou canſt utter ought, 

That may advance our eager Hopes, be bold, 

And let thy Words come forth, as if the Fate 

Of Greece were lodg'd upon thy Tongue; 

For know, Mardenins ſtands with you reſolv'd 

On brave Revenge, or Death. 
Art. Then welcome Death, for brave Revenge is loſt, 
Mar. What ! while our Lives are Ours ? 
Art. Nothing is ours : Xerxes is no more himſelf. 
Mar. I grant Thermopyls and Salamis 

Have alter'd him 

But yet he lives, and while he ve there's Hope. 
Art. Far leſs than ev'n his Death cou'd give us: 


| 'Tis true his Body crawls, and drags 


A frantick Being ; his Soul is drown'd in Lethe, 
Inſenſible, and deaf to Glory, or Diſhonour : 
O! were it poſhble my Silence cou'd 

Conceal his Shame, by Heav'n, 


This loyal Hand ſhou'd ſtop my Tongue for ever, 


Mar. Amazement ſeizes me, relate the Scene, 


For my impatient Soul's all Ear to know 
| The worſt that Fate can threaten. 


Art. Behold him then, this fatal Monarch eres, 
Late univerſal Maſter of the Earth and Seas : 
Firſt of ſo formidable, ſo vaſt an Army, 


That as they mov'd, whole Rivers ſtill were drain'd, 


To quench 'em on their thirſty March; 
Ti d erburden'd Earth grew weary of her Load, 
And when they clos'd their Squadrons, groan'd to bear em. 

Mar. By Arms a glorious Hoſt, and wanting nothing 

but an Head. 

Art. And that, alas! grown weak, the noble Body 
Lyn by a handful, at the fam'd Ther mopyle, [dies ; 
(Fam'd indeed to Grecian Glory) was mangled, all 
Moſt ſnameſully ſubdu'd, and loſt. 

Mar. Nothing but a Are cou'd ha” loſt em. 

Art. Behold him yet a ſecond time, 
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The Maſter of his Fate: A Fleet ſo numerous, 
Their vaſt Proviſion left a raging Famine on 
The neighbouring Coaſts : The ſpacious Earth 
Was ſtript of Men, and Women tild the Ground: 
Ev'n the wide Element of Air cou'd ſcarce 
Afford em Breath to fill their ſwelling Sails: 
By Arms a glorious Body too ; invincible 
To Mortal Thought : But conſcious Heav'n 
Foreſeeing, while it thus beſtrid the Seas, 
It muſt in Time have led the Earth in Chains, 
Decreed it Xerxes for the fatal Head, 
And that Way totter'd it to Ruin. 
And now behold the amazing Change of Greatneſs ! 
By Heav'n, it ſtrikes my Soul to think 
This aweful Man, who muſter'd half the World 
In Arms, at Salamis ſhould be reduc'd 
So low, that ev'n a common Fiſher-Boat, 
Without one Slave to wait his Nod, was all 
He cou'd command, to fave his Perſon in a ſhameful Flight. 
Mar, Wer't not for Shame, my Eyes wou'd melt to hear 
The moving Tale : But Tears are too effeminate, No! 
Let Girls and Lovers weep ! A Soldier ſhou'd 
Reſent his Fate : Why doſt thou fold thy Arms, 
And ſighing, ſhake thy Head? Is there beyond 
This ſhameful Flight, yet more of Shame ? 
For that's the only Pain that galls a Soldier. 
Art. There is, alas! and a ſevere one too! his vain, 
His proud, (and what the Hiſtory of Man 
Cou'd never paralle!) his monſtrous Refolution 
After Flight: He ſays he made th' A4:thenians fly; 
He loſt no Battle! Greece ſtill trembles at his Name, 
In Arms more fam'd than ever, 
And that the envious World ſhould know : 
And when, amaz'd, I urg'd the contrary, 
He turn'd away, and talk'd to Sycophants, 
Who, as I ſpoke, ſtill ſooth'd his Lethargy : . 
To ſum the Tale, in ſpite of all oppoſing Senſe, 
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He has reſolv'd to enter Perſia, 

In a ſplendid Triumph; I ſaw him move 

Amidſt his ſhameful Pageantry, in all 

The haughty Pride and State of an inſulting 

Conqueror ; Poor Slaves, and Vagabonds are hir'd, 

Io perſonate the ſeeming Captives of 

| Areal Victory; vaſt empty Coffers, 

' Suppos'd of Treaſure taken from the Enemy, 
High-Caſtled Elephants, rich gilded Trophies, 

Spoils, and Armour, Trumpets, and Songs prepare his 

The People ſtare upon the gawdy Show, [Way : 

And rend the Skies with echoed Welcomes ; 

While he in ſolemn Pace ſtalks proudly on, 

And ev'n out ſwells the Hero of a Theatre. 

Aran. O vile Diſgrace of Arms! A Triumph! Hell! 

Mar, Impoſſible 

Art. Then it can't be true: Would it were not. 

Mar. Gods !—No more, I'll haſte, and ſtop this vile 
Charge his Folly home; my honeſt Tongue, [Proceflion, 
Ev'n from this Precipice of towring Pride, 

Shall break his Fall, and catch him back to Glory. LEx. 
Art. Yet ſlay, my Lord, this Raſhneſs may be fatal; 

Tis Madneſs to oppoſe the Mad, (for ſo 

Indeed you'll find him) let this Fit of his 

Wild Frenzy paſs; (I'n: fure 't muſt have an Interval) 

Let's take him in his cooler Thoughts; 

To-morrow were a fitter time. [chen. 
Mar. You have inſtructed me: Tis well! To- morrow- 
Aran. What if we mingled with the Crowd, to fee 

him paſs ? 

Art. I think *twere well to obſerve his Actions, 

That we know to chide him. 

Mar. Do you your Pleaſure : 

For me, I dare not truſt my Temper. 

I know *twou'd burſt, and ruin all: Farewel. [Ex. Mlar. 
Art. Hark, the 'Trumpets ip:ak him near at Hand! 
And fee the Pageantry appears ! { They aud apart. 

Emur 
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Enter Cleontes, and a Poet preparing ile Way, and ordering 
the Chorus for the Triumphal Song. 


Aran. What are theſe ? 
Art. The ſame I told you were fo bufy with the King, 

While I exclaim'd againſt this mad Solemnity : 

That cringing Spark, now the rough War is done, 

Has purchas'd a Commiſſion in the ſtanding Guard: 

The other is a Mungril Poet, 

That never wrote a Verſe he did not like, 

Nor e'er liłd any more, than thoſe the World had damn'd. 

The Vulgar with his Madrigals are caught by th' Ears, 

Exceſſive Impudence thruſts him into the Court; 

And there they laugh to hear him praiſe himſelf. 

Aran. Him I gueſs to be the Orderer of this Day's 
Foolery : 

What a Chorus too : We ſhall be entertain'd anon ! 
Art. Peace, let's obſerve em. [ They fland apart. 
Cleo. O Glorious Day! Were ever ſeen ſuch Crowds 

Of pleas'd Spectators ! 

Poet. Ah, happy People! happy XAerxes / 

Now we ſhall turn the Glaſs of Time, 

And make it run the Golden Age again. 

Clo. Now Merit will have leave to ſhew her Head, 

All Arts and Induſtry, the Heav'n-born Gift 

Of Poetry ſhall flouriſh, 

And Men of Wit, like you, ſhall be rewarded : 

Believe me, Sir, you grace the Laurel, 

Great Xe did it Honour, when he plac'd it there. 
Poet. I think ſo. 

Cleo. You'll be the Envy of Parnaſſus. 
Poet. I always was, Sir: For d'ye obſerve me, 

While other Fools were drudging, to acquire 

A Name by the Pathetick, and the dull Sublime: 
I, unthought of, Ver a Bottle, v-ould now and then 
Surprize them with my Madrigals, my Songs, 


My Whims, and Knick Knacks, 
Carry d 
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Carry'd the Vogue of Town and Court before me; 
Whipt off the Laurel from deſpairing Brows, 
And by the Hand of Merit fix d it on my own. 

Clio. Were it not time the Par ſhould be ſung ? 
We're juſt upon the Palace. 

Pact. Yes, Sir, it ſhall be ſung, and gloriouſly, 
When 1 give the Word : I love to have 'em 
Wait a little, it makes em take 
The more Notice of me No found, ye Slaves 
That all the World may hear my Words. 

Cleo. Prepare, the King approaches. 


The Chorus being hung on each Side the Stage, Enter 
Loyalty, Love, Peace, and Plenty. 


After a Martial Symphony, Loyalty ſings. 

Loyalty. epare, bleſt Sons of Art, prepare 
To raiſe the thund"'ring Voice of War : 

Sing ! ug! and found the Hero's Fame, 

Let warlike Notes, his wwarlike Deeds proclaim. 
Chorus. Sing, /ing, &c. 
Loyalty. Now ceaſe the Noiſe, and while wwe meet him, 

Let Lowe and ſofter Joys make haſte to greet him. 


| Love advances. 
Love. Welcome Hero from the Toils of War ! 
Meliome ! as Reft to Pains and Care: 
HW, elcome ! as kind returning Day, 
To Souls that deze the Night arvay ! 
came] as Hope to Lovers in Deſpair. 
Chorus. Welcome, Hero, from the Toils of War ! 
Prack and PLENTy come forward. 
Peace and 2 See! ſee] æubat ſofter Bleſſings wars 
Plenty, 5 Te happy Triumph of the Great 3 
Peace and Plenty fly before him; 
Peace and Plenty make Mankind adore hin;: 
Peace and Plinty tune his Soul to Love, 
Aud give below, a Taſte of Foys above. 
Grand 
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Grand Chorus. 
Give him on Earth, ye Pow'rs, long Life and Peace, 
And after Death, Immortal Bliſs. 
The Song ended. 


Enter Trumpets ſounding, a Train of Captive Kings and 
Princes, Women and Children, ſeveral Nobles bearing 
Palms, Soldiers with Spoils and Trophies : Then Xerxes 
advances from the farther End of the Stage. 

Xer. Thus, in deſpite of their reſiſting Fate, 

The unwilling Gods, thoſe buſy Rivals 

In my riſing Glory, are forc'd 

With ſullen Envy to behold my Triumphs: 

Look from your Cryſtal Battlements ! look down, 

Ye Pow'rs amaz'd, to view a Soul unſhaken 

By theſe baffled Storms of Chance ! A Soul ! 

That dares reſolve to bear your utmoſt Wrongs, 

And grapple with oppos'd Omnipotence. 

Clio. Thou Deity ador'd ! Immortal Xerxes, hail ! 
To Thee are held the lifted Hands of Pera, ¶ Kneeling. 
When War or Tumult wou'd moleſt her Quiet ; 

To thee ſhe bends her Knee, in humble Gratitude 

For Foes ſubdu'd : 

Let every Head bow down, and kiſs the Earth 

That bears him to our View : Soldiers and Children, 

Virgins and Lovers! All without Diſtinction kacel 

Yet lower, proltrate as the Veil of Night, 

That wraps the Globe in Darkneſs ; Down! bow down, 

And kiſs the Earth with Adoration. 


All fall upon their Faces, but Mardonius and Aranthes, 
who land unſeen. 
Art. O Shame to Glory ! The Sun appears 
Aran. Incredible Supidicy 8 8 o'er NS e. 
Mr. Now by my yet untaſted Joys of Power, 
This looks a God It is ! 
For ſee! the dazzled Sun contracts 
His Golden Beams, he hides his Face and bluſhes 
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To behold a Rival Power above him. 
Art. Gods! how his drunken Fancy ſwells him. Lide. 
r. Ha! what means this ſudden Face of Death? 
How fell theſe Heaps of proſtrate Bodies ? 
O ſpleenful Fate ! they're dead! malicious Planet 
Am I left alone to rule, the Monarch 
Of an unpeopled World ?——"Tis well, ye Pow'rs, 


Four dire Decrees ſhall be obey'd! Up! Up 


From your ſleepy Graves ! Riſe all ! revive and take 


New Life, from Power to give it. 
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Aran. Amazing Frenzy | [ 4fide. 


Enter a Meſſenger. 
Me. Dread Sir, the Reverend Magi are at hand, 
And come with pious Joy, to gratulate your Triumphs. 
Aer. Let em come on, and we approve their Zeal. 


Enter the Magi. 

1 Mag. Long live victorious Xerxes! 
Thou dread Commiſſioner of Fate, in whom 
Th All- knowing Gods repoſe the Care and Buſineſs 
Of the World below : From thee, Mankind receives 
Its Happineſs fo faſt, our Prayers to Heav'n 
Are ſtill but Thanks, for Benefits enjoy'd. 

2 Mag. Thou Sacred Head! inſtruct us to be grateful 
Both to the Gods, and Thee ; what Hecatombs 
Are due for this auſpicious Day ? 


How ſhall we thank the ever glorious Sun, 


For ſuch a King ? What Vows? What Offerings too 
Are due to Neptune ? 

Who through the dangerous Seas, 

Has thus return'd thee ſafe to Perfia ? 


| Ofay: WI ere ſhall we find out Victims 


Worthy of their Altars ? 
Aer. How now! Prieſthood ? Is this the Way, 
Your fawning Piety »ou'd tooth an injur'd King ? 
Have not thoſe Paw'rs, alarm'd by Sea and Land, 
Oppos d 


18 AK 8 & & V4 


Oppos'd my ſpreading Glory? Am I not 
Xerxes ſtill, and muſt at laſt ignobly ſue 
For Peace, by a precarious Sacrifice ? 
Yes, Slaves, I'll feaſt your Gods ador'd ; 
They ſhall have Offerings, Prieſts ! they ſhall ! 
TH' injurious Sun, the Seas and Wind that faw, 
That ſunk and ſcatter d my ſtupendious Navy, 
Shall feel the Vengeance of a rouzing Deity. 
Give Order that the Wind receive three hundred Laſhes, 
Let fleeting Solus be whip'd from Pole to Pole, 
Then drive him to ſome hollow Cell confin'd, and tell 
The roaring God, his Maſter Xe»-xcs is reveng'd ! [ven! 
: Mag. O impious Thought! avert this Madneſs, Hea- 
Aer. How no-! What would your grave Devotion 
Away, draw out an able Band of Archers, {ſtartle me? 
Mount em on the Battlements of yon lofty Tower, 
And let em ſhoot a thouſand Arrows gainſt the Sun. 
2 Mag. O Blaſphemy! 
Aer. As many Chains be thrown into the Sea, 
And bind the blue-hair'd Neptune to a Rock 
Prepare a hundred Bars of valt hot glaring Iron, 
Then plung them hiſſing down 
Into the burning Bowels of the Deep; 
And while his ſcalding Billows bo:l and foam 
With raging Torture ; 
There let him rave, and daſh his batter'd Limbs, 
Like a deſpairing Slave for ever. 
Away! take all the Wings of ſwift Revenge, 
And ſee my Will perform'd ! Now Prietts ! 
Are theſe ft Offerings for your mighty Powers ? 
I cou'd not ſtay to ſend em with your lazy Prayers 
To Heav'n, your wanton T houghts have dipt their Wings 
Too deep, in Pleaſures of the Earth, to let em mount fo 


high. 
Where's all their idle Bolts, their brandiſh'd Lightning 
To blaſt the Man that dares oppoſe 'em ? Ino, 


2 Mag. While frantick Paſſions talk io wild and bud, 
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The Voice of Reaſon is of little Force: 

But ſtill remember, King, 

Tho' while you live, the Gods retard your Doom, 

Yet after Death, a ſure Revenge will come. [come» 
Aer. Away! ye ſenſeleſs Dreamers of the World to 


Who dare pretend to fright Mankind with Tales, 
Of what ſhall happen aſter Death: 


But yet can give us no Acccunt of what 

| The Soul endur'd, before it put on Fleſh ! 

; Hence from my Sight and Thoughts for ever! 

| Begon, ye expenſive Lumber of the World! [Ex Magi. 

[4 Shout at a Diſtaxce. 

Cleo. Behold, great Sir! a thouſand skilſul Archers, 

From yon high ſpacious Tower, 

Aloud proclaiming War againſt the Sun: 

They brace their ſtubborn Bows, and look 

Refolv'd, to make their Arrows reach him. { Thunder. 
Ar. By Jove they're there | Ha! what means this 

riſing Storm? 

| By all my Power unſhaken, my Foes above are ſtartfd 
At my daring Fury; I'll ſtand and view 

| The godlike War? See ! how the fleet Winds [ Louder. 

Are poſted to the Sun, with Tidings of 

{ lnmpending Danger! Hark ! the dreadful News 

Is told, in Peals of burſting Thunder! ha! 

| By Arms the noble Charge is given! [Che Stage is darken'd. 

For ſee ! th' alam'd God retires ! | 

He dares not climb the Skies, he reins his fiery Steeds ! 

He ſtops! he turns em back, and rattles down ( Lightning. 

| The Eaſtern Hill of Heav'n! fee! ſee! [ Falling. 

| How the foaming Courſers flounce and tare, 

And daſh the ſpangled Skies behind em! LA Shower of 

Now, by my own immortal Soul, I'll mount Rain. 

The burning Car myſelf. I'Il have it drawn - 

By ſlow-pacd Elephants, and every gladiom Day 

| Shall ſhine a Year : 
New Order, new Seaſons ſhall be born, 
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Ev'n from the Womb of this ſtupendious Darkneſs, 
New Nature ſhall ariſe, and bleſs the World 


With one Eternal Spring ! [The Shy is cleared. 
Cleo. Ha ! the Sun appears again! I'll humor his Ex- 
See, Sacred Sir, 'tis done ! Behold [travagance. 


A new-born Light adorns the Skies, 
And ſeems tapplaud your vaſt creating Thought. 

Aer. Ha! "tis ſo ! the harrails'd Gods are weary of the 
Why, let 'em reſt, and now alone (Fray: 
The Buſineſs of the Earth ſhall fill my Thoughts: 
Draw near, ye Royal Captives of my terreſtrial War, 
And liſten to pronouncing Fate! No longer now, 

The Chains of Victory, ſhall gall your valiant Minds; 
Your future Bonds ſhall all be Love ; 

For ever now be free! be ſafe! Xerxes 

Is no more your Foe ! 

No more the Toils of War ſhall break my Slumbers, 
The Luft of Conqueſt ſhall inflame me now no more, 
Nor Fate ſhall dare to croſs my Will, which thus 
Reſolves to give Mankind a general Peace, 122 — 
And rowl the wanton Globe in Pleaſure. 1 Peopte bout 
And now to ſpread my Re olution through 

The ſpacious World, here I proclaim, to any Head 
That ſhall invent a new untaſted Draught 

Of Luxury, Rewards unlimited, 

The Earth and Sea, ſhall throw their Treaſure up 


To make him Happy ——— - + 


Let young-fledg'd Heroes court the Noiſe of War, 
And ſtarve their Pleaſures, but to feed their Care: 
Let fond Ambition's Wing till {corn to reſt, 
Still ſoar to Prey, without Deſire to taſte : 

For me, more ſolid Bliſs my Days ſhall crown, 
Pl! tate the Pleaſures which my Arms have won. 
Eternal Springs of Love, and guſtful Joy 


Shall feed my raviſh'd Senſe, without the Power to cloy- 


End of the Firſt A C T. 
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ACT IL 
The SCENE, Xerxes's Palace. 


Enter Cleontes and the Poet. 


03 After the Banquet, he intends to ſee 
The Mask perform'd : But what's a fairer 
Demonſtration 
Of his Favour, I am commanded to entruſt you 
With his ſecret Love He much relies on you. 
. Poet. Poſſible ! O ye Gods! A Pimp Ala. 
Then my Prayers are heard! The Devil's in't 
If I don't thrive now ! 
Her Name, dear Sir ? 
Her Name and Quality: I'll melt her down 
With a Diftich : She ſhall be rythm'd to Raptures. 
Her Name, Sir ? 
Cleo. Her Name is Virtue, Sir. does ſhe ? 
Poet. Virtue ! She does not belong to the Court, Sir, 
Cleo. That muſt be our Care to find out : You know 
The King reſolves to taſte no common Pleaſures ; 
His Fancy therefore leads him to enjoy 
A marry'd Beauty, of untainted Virtue ; 
One that dares defend her Honour, 
Againſt the utmoſt Storms of Fortune: 
Whom neither Threats, or Bribes of Power can ſhake, 
Nor all the ſubtle Arts of languiſhing Deſire. 
Poet. Look you (not that I believe we ſhall) but 
Suppoſe we ſhould find ſuch a Lady? Pray 
What weuld his Majeſty do with her? [ Virtue, 
Cleo. He'd firſt uſe all his Arts and Power to bead her 
And if he found it yield, deſpiſe her; 5 
ut 
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But if ſhe ſtood his Love unmov'd, | 10 
Then Force ſhould give him a Delight, 
Which her Conſent would ruin. 

Poet. O ho! then it ſeems, his Majeſty wou'd 
Only have a Slaſh at her Virtue ! Very Good ! 
A marryd Lady, you ſay, that won't cuckold 
Her Husband for Love or Money ! Why now, F 
After all, that mult be a very odd 7 
Humour in a Woman! q 

Cleo. Yet ſuch a one there may be found, Sir. F 
You know the Fair and Fam'd Tamira, p 

A 
P 
4 


The Wife of Noble 4rtabanus : 
The King, before her Marriage, was in Love with her, 
And often made Attempts upon her Honour : 


But meeting ſtill ſevere Repulſes, 10 
Offer'd her at laſt his Crown, and ev'n That, | To 
She with the ſame Indifference rejected. Wh 
The General on this was baniſh'd, ſhe follow'd him, | 5 
And to the Hazard of her Life, embrac'd his Fortune. 4 
The King at laſt, with Abſence, cur'd his Love ; Tho 
And wanting Soldiers for the War with Greece, | wie 
Call'd Artabanus home, reſtor'd him to his Honours, th 
And gave Tamira to his Arms : But he = 
Remembers now afreſh, her former Cruelty ; =” 
And reſolutely vows to ſatisfy | The 

His old Revenge, and the Remains of Loye. W 
Poet. A Satisfaction for the Gods above 
But hark you, Sir! Are you ſure tis Artabanus's Wile ? * 
0 


Cleo. The ſame ; I mention'd ſeveral, | 
But moſt the King inclines to her. (him: | M 
Poet. By Jove, we'll dub his Lordſhip then! we'll dub 
Now my Revenge is perſect: He gave me 
Nothing for my laſt Dedication. LA feat. P. 
Cleo. I gueis the King expects her at the Mas. 
Rut fee our General, and Artabanus with him, 
I like em not, they re Enemies to you and me. 
Poet. Oh! let me alone with em 
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You fay the King has poſitively 

Commanded none ſhall paſs his Preſence arm'd ? 
Cleo. He has I'll retire, and inform him 

They are here, while you demand their Swords. 


Enter Mlardonius, Artabanus, and Aranthes. 


Mar. What mean theſe double Guards ? 

Poet. Safety, Sir, Safety ! 

Mar. What art thou ? 

Poet. I am a Wit. 

Art. I'll not take your Word, Sir. [keep it. 

Aran. O "twere Charity, my Lord, ſince he can't 

Poet. I'll write no more Dedications, my Lord 

Art. Tis well refolv'd. Twere Inſolence 
70 libel Men of Honour: For what wer't elſe, 

To tell the World they like a Muſe, 
| Which juſt before the World had damn'd. 
Poet. Your Lordſhip's Picture was not ill drawn before i. 
Art, Twas every where unlike me; 
Thou drew'ſt my Honours all o'er white, 
Without one Touch of Shade to heighten it : 
{t look'd to me a flat inſipid nothing. 
' Peet. The very Image of your Lordſhip's Gratuity. 
| Art. Tis a vain Pride, not Gratitude, rewards 
The Undeſerving ; to encourage thee, 
Were an Affront to real Merit. 
To the Preſence on my Lord 

Peet. You muſt leave your Sword, Sir. 
| Mar. Who demands it? f 
| Poet. Your Humble Servant, Sir. 

Mar. Here, take it, Slave ! [ Preſenting the Point, 

Piet. Auh! not by the wrong Handle, I beſeech 

you, Sir. 

Mar. The Meaning of this Inſolence ! You, Gentlemen, 
| it the King's Command? 
| Guard, My Lord, it is. 

| Att. 


And Pleaſure ; After the. Mask, I'm yours. 


| 
| 
| 


6 
Art. Tis likely, diſpute it not, my Lord! 
Gentlemen! [They give their Sword; 


Mar. Gods! That a Man fo great in Arms, 
Should ever know the Guilt of Fear ! See where he comes 


Amidſt his Court of Women now ' O ſhameful Change. 


Enter Xerxes, follow'd by a Train of Ladies, Cleontes in 
Diſcourſe with him. Tamira among /t them. 
Xer. Did you ſee her, ſay you? 
Clo. She follows in the Train, my Lord, 
Aer. Let her be near us at the Mask: I wou'd 
Appear a gentle Lover firſt, and try 
The Force of Paſſion, and Lleart-wounding Eloquence 
I know, tho' real, they would plead in vain, 
But that 'tis heightens my Delight : For when 
See thinks the Lamb-like Lover dying 
In the vain Purſuit, the bounding Lyon then 
Shall ſtart, and drag tl'unwilling Prey. 
Aran. Flealth to your Majeſty. 
Jer. Aranthes welcome] welcome Atabanus ! 
Valiant Mardenius, welcome 
Mar, I never durit be a Cuward, Sir—Lut now, 
Methinks, you ſhould not know me for Mardonius. 
I us'd to wear a Sword ! 
Xer. O! "twere needleſs, unleſs you had Enemies, 
Mar. There till are Greczans living, Sir. 
Aer. And they were born to live. 
Mar. Yes, and conquer too ! Your Pardon, Sir, 
I love em not, tho' they deſerve my Love. 
er. Ha! the King. 


Art. Take heed, my Lord, your Words have mov'd | 


Mar. Then do yours ioften him. For I want Temper. 
Xer. Afide.] Il find a fitter time to ſilence him. 
Such Men are hateful, and will oppoſe my Pleaſures. 
Art. We came to intreat a private Hcur with your 
Majeſty. 
Xer. The Court at preſent is diſpos d to Mirth 


Aran. 
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| Aran. We'll attend your Majeſty. 
Lier. Your Entertainment ſhall be ſoſt 
And pleaſing ; what the Muſick wants, may be 
Supply'd in Love: But that's 4 Feaſt, my Lord, [7o Art. 
You never ſeek abroad, that are fo ſure 
A welcome Gueſt at home. 
st. I owe that Bleſſing, Sir, to your Indulgence ; 
And ſee ſhe's here ! Your Majeſty will pardon me. 
Aer. "Tis your Duty, Sir: By Heavin F Art. goes to 
| He loves her, after four Years Enjoyment ! Tam. 
| Had ſhe been mine, e'er this I'd loath'd 


— 


Beams of Day 
doſter than a Lover's Hope and virtuous to 
| an Inſolence. 
Tam. [To Art. ] I hope you're not diſpleas d, my 
Lord. 
Art. No! But what was it brought you hither ? 
Tam. Indeed the Hopes of ſeeing you. 
Art. D'ye not fear the King ſhould gaze upon you ? 
Tam. If you fear it, I'Il retire. 
Art. No, twould be obſerv'd : But yet beware 
| of him. 
Ne often dwells upon your Praiſe of late. 
' Tam. Indeed I'm ſorry if it troubles you, 
| Uſe could hear it with Indifference. 
Aer. Come, Sirs, our Entertainment waits us. 
| Artabanus ! You'll truſt me near your Lady. 
Ast. That Truſt will be her Protection, Sir. 
Aer. Begin the Mask. 


Ibile a Symphony is playing, Luxury ariſes fleeping on a 
Bed of Roſes, and Mercury enters to him. 


Mercury. Awake, foft Luxury, awake, 
The ſmiling Gods befriend thee, 
And with Pleaſures here attend thee ; 
B Now 


The Sight of her Not but ſhe's fairer than the 
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Now feaft thy Senſes, and receive 
The fweeteff 75. the Gods can give. 
Awake, &c. 


The Scene drawing, diſcovers ſeveral Deities, attended 4 
their ſeveral Pleaſures : Cupid adverces. 


Cupid. 


Luxury. 
Cupid. 


With me, theſe Rival Gods contend, 
And each aſſerts his Power to blsj; ; 
Thy Voice alone the Strife muſt end, 

Who know'ft all Pleaſures in Exceſi: 
And wanton Cupid comes to prove, 
Life has no Foy like lawleſs Love 
What kind Reward fhall I recerve 
From them, to whom my Voice I give. 
That thou unbrib'd mayſt give thy Voice, 
Eternal Freedom to poſſeſs thy Choice. 


Mars advances to a Warlike Symphony. 


Mars. 


Luxury. 


Hymen. 


Sound ! ſound ! the Trumpet found, 
The Warriour's Soul alarm ! [crown'd, 


He fights ! —They fly - and now with Conqueſt 


What God can give a nobler Charm ? 


No more ! no more! Ah throw thy Arms away : 


For with em Love ſhall ſport and play; 
The Trumpet now ſhall fefter ſound, 
And fawell, and weep, and gently wound. 

Hymen deſcends. 
If fofter Love can make thee blut, 
That Bliſs in Marriage is poſſiſt. 
Indifference interrupts him. 

Array ! away ! no Life can be 

Like that, Mankind enjoys in me: 

Indifference 7s the happieſt State, 

On <wwhich no Care or Sorrows wart ; 

Nothing hating, nought admiring, 

Never wanting, ne'er requiring 3 

Newer pining for Poſſeſſion, 

Nor yet ſlighting kind Occaſion : 


Ven 


Lin 


n 


Toy is welcome flill to chear me, 
Sorrow never ſhall come near me. 
r. S. Ind. peaceful Foys can make thee bliſt, 
| fogether. [54 him, or me, they are foſſeſt. 
Luxury. Bromn ! dull Pair, I cannot take, 

Or grant a Toy in either: 

Be chain'd for ever Back to Back, 

And wander thro" the Morlil together, 

Chorus. Begon, dull Pair, he cannot take, &c. 


The Pleaſures bind Marriage and Indifference together, aud 
drive them off the Stage: Then Venus advances. 
Venus. IWould you know the fewreteſt Joys, 
IWhich Virtue wiſely keeps from Fools ; 
Then fleal a Miſtreſs, break all Ties, 
That would confine your Lowe to Rules. 
From Vulcan ford to hide my Charms, 
+ modeſt fill, and cold muſt prove : 
But ah! awhen in my Warricut's Arms. 
1 live! and give a looſe to Lowe. 
Lux. and N All other Loves but faintly taſte, 
Venus. Or ftill repeated, fly tao aſs. 
But the Lover, 
Will diſcover, 
Changing, 
Ranging, 
Matis the Blijs for ever lajt. 
Luxury. True Joy is now reveal” A, 
Come, Plcalures, dance and flur, 
A All! ts Venus yield, 
Fair Venus wins the Day. 


Wile the Pleaſures dance, the Four laſt Lines are repeated 
in Grand Chorus. After <vhich the Company riſes. 
Xer. Now, my Lords, what thinl- you of theſe ſofter 
| Pleaſures ? 
ls not a peaceful Court, adorn'd with Beauties, 
Far beyond the Proſpect of a duſty Camp ? 
B 2 Shew 
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Shew me an Army now, that dares reſiſt 'em ! 

That cou'd, unconquer'd, view their Charms! [ Ladies! 
Mar. I cou'd ha' ſhewn you one, Sir; your Pardon, 
Nr. What ! — They were valiant old Soldiers ! 
Mar. No! young and luſty, in their Prime of Years 

and Health ; 

T dare allow the Ladies each to conquer ſeven Men, 

But ſeven hundred thouſand wou'd have held 'em to't. 
Xer. You are allow'd this Liberty, my Lord, 

Your Years excuſe you. 

Mar. I ha' loſt no Taſte of Manly Pleaſures. 
Xer. Hew did the Muſick take you ? 
Mar. Tho' it were looſe, I cou d ha' lik d it 

In a proper Seaſon ; to me twas harſh 

And out of Time: When I have nothing elſe 

To do- ll have a Miſtreſs, and a Lute. 

Ker. Why, what have Men to do on Earth, 

But to indulge their Appetites ? How ſhou'd 

We ſtop the {wift Career of Time, unleſs 

We load him well with Pleaſures &er he flies away? 

Old Men, I find, can be content to dream 

Of Happineſs: Away! Some Fruit and ſprightly Wines! 

Conduct the Ladies to the Grove of Jeſlamines, 

And ftrew the beſt Perfumes of Nature as they paſs. 

Your Far, Aranthes. [De Courtiers conduct the Ladies. 
Tam. to Art. Pray, my Love, excuſe me ! I dare not 

During the Mask, the King let fall [follow 'em ; 

Some wanton Words, that trouble and offend me ; 

Forgive this Fault, 111 ne'er be ſeen at Court again. 
Art. This Prudence has oblig'd me: farewel. [Ex. Ta. 
Ker. to Aran. Nor e'er in common Talk ſpeak ſlightly 


of my Triumph ? 
Aran. My Royal Lord, his private 'Thoughts I know 
If they were ill, he ne'er wou'd utter 'em : [not 3 


have indeed obſerv'd him thoughtful when 
We ſpeak of you, and he has ſought 

This Opportunity to tell 

Your Nlajeſty the Cauſe. 
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Xer. I can ill ſpare it now, my Pleaſures wait, 
And they brook no Delay. 
Aran. Beſeech your Majeſty but a Moment. 
Xer. A Moment! "Tis an Age ! Let him be ſhort. 
Too plain I read his ſullen Thoughts; 
He takes an ill time to thwart me ! dhe. 
Let him beware my ſleeping Will, 
For if it wakes diſturb'd, it may be fatal. 
Now, Sir, your Grievances ! 
Mar. Are they not written in my Face? 
Aer. I read nothing there but Age, 
And that indeed's a Grievance 
Mar. Sir, you love me not 
Xer. Go on! have you any more ? 
Mar. Gods ! 
Xer. Speak lower. 
Art. Forbear, my Lord, you'll ruin all! {Paſlian. 
Mar. Speak thou then, that can be Maſter of yout 
Art. My Royal Lord, may I intreat Permiſſion, 
I wou'd unload that Grief, which heavily 
Has brought us to the Court. 
Arr. You have our Leave, the reſt be ſilent, 
Till I commiſſion em to anſwer. 
Aran. I ſubmit. 
Mar. I'll do my beft. 
Art. Then thus, my Lord, 
We grieve to think your late expenſive Triumph, 
Was not worth the Sums it coſt you: That all 
Your Trophies, Spoils, and Treaſure ta'en from Greece, 
Are now thrown by for Lumber : 
That ev'n your Royal Captives, led in Golden Chains, 
Were abject Slaves before they wore em: 
That a benumbing Lethargy has ſeiz'd your Soul, 
And ſunk your Glory in Unmanly Pleaſures: 
That Women, Flatterers, and ſervile Poets, are 
Your only Favourites now : That we, 
Whoſe Loyal Swords have ever been your Guard, 
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E'er we can gain Admittance to your Sight, 
Are forc'd to give em up to baſe-born Slaves, 
Leſt we ſhou'd ſheath 'em in your jealous Heart. 
We grieve that your ſurviving Soldiers are 
So little known, the many thouſands 
In your Service dead, fo ſoon forgotten. 
Xer. Proceed. | 
Art. You may remember, Sir, 
In your Proſperity of Arms, when once 
You drew your hardy Millions up, and ſaw 
Th' amazing Space of World was taken, 
To contain their Numbers, 
You then bedew'd your Cheeks with Tears, to ſes 
So many gallant Souls in perfe&t Health, 
Which you was ſure, in one ſhort Age of Man, 
Th' inevitable Throat of Death muſt fwallow. 
If then fo late, becauſe a certain End 
Cou'd move your Soul fo far, what Floods of Grief, 
What raving Madneſs ſhou'd poſſeſs you, 
When you reflect, that they were all devour'd 
At a Meal: 
One fatal Battle flew em for the Tyrant's Feaſt, 
And for his Table ſpread the Earth with Slaughter. 
By Heav'n, our Foes report, they are aſham'd [Loſles: 
T' have conquer'd Men, that can fo tamely bear their 
Others, leſs inſulting, ſay, (and that indeed does wound us) 
That we ſtand ready all, and raving for Revenge, 
But want an animating King to lead us. 
Mar. Nay, Sir! they talk yet worſe than this 
Aer. "Tis not yet your time to ſpeak. 
Mar. Would it were I ha' done. 


Aer. Have you any more? 
Art. No more, my Lord, but that 
You wou'd believe my Words, the Dictates of 
A Loyal Heart, that bleeds to ſerve you. 
Aer. Aranthes, you! 
Aran. My Lord, my Grieſs are told by Om... 
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Xer. Now, Sir, you have Leave. 
Mar. I am unarted, Sir, in any Grace of Speech 
Tuo ſtir the Soul! My Words are plain and honeſt, 
Too ſhort to hide a Crime with Eloquence ; 
I'm downright angry, where<'er I ſee 
The Face of Shame: Ye Gods! had I but ta'en 
The Cue thave ſpoke the half what he has utter'd, 
Ye had appear'd a- I want a Name to call a King by: 
But come, Sir, I'll return the Muſick you have giv'n ; 
re yet a Tongne will better ſpeak 
My Thoughts; a Voice, that once cou'd warm you ſaſter 
Than a Silken Miſtreſs, and was, perhaps, 
As loth to let you ſleep a“ Nights. 
Xer. Where is this powerful Orator ? Let's hear him ! 
Mar. Bid the Trumpets enter. 
Aran. Now you ſtrike him home, my Lord. 


Enter Trumpets. 


Mar. Here! here's th' harmonious Tongue ſhall plead 
my Cauſe, 

And rouze your ſtartling Soul to Glory ! Sound a Charge. 

Art. Yet hold! by Heav'n I plaud my Fellow-Soldier's 


Heat ! [Embracing Mar. 
And ſee, my Lord ! what hardy Squadrons join to back 


him ! [ Looks out. 


Look! how they move! what a Martial Grace and Order! 


Gods! Victorious Terror's in their Eyes, and now 
Suppoſe within a well-pitch'd Field, 

The ſwelling Foe, advancing to our formoſt Ranks, 
We fix our choſen Ground, and ſtand impatient 

To receive em! the neighing Steeds too foam and champ, 
And tear the Farth, and ſhew a noble Luſt of War ! 
And ſee they come! the glowing Soldiers ſhout ; 

The Signal's given, and Death in ghaſtly Wounds 
Deals various Fate around him ! 

While claſhing Armour, Spears, and rattling Shields, 
Drums, Fifes, and Trumpets, (Glorious Horror) 
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With their ſtupendious Clangor crack the Skies 

Now ſtretch th'alarming Voice of War! Sound, till 

From your ſwoln Veins, the ſpringing Blood guſh forth ! 

Imagine now, the eager Arms of Victory 

Extending to embrace us ! ſound ! as if 

The Glorious Scene were here in real Action! 

Sound! and wake the Ghoſt of this departed Hero 
Art. O Glorious Harmony! [They found a Charge, 
Aran. O powerful Charm ! 

Mar. By Arms, it ſets my glowing Veins on Fire ! 

I burn! my Spirits rave with Fury for the War ! 

Away, to Horſe ! to Arms! why ſtand you, Sir, unmov d, 

As if a low-born Fear had fix'd you here inanimate ? 

Can you be deaf, when great Revenge and Honour call ? 

Are there ſuch Charms in a deteſted Sloth and Eaſe ? 

Gods, where have you Tameneſs left, to ſtand thus long 

Suſpected not to dare? Sound a freſh Alarm, 

And let the Martial Din ungrave the Dead 

To rouze him ! 

Xer. On Forfeit of your Lives, forbear your Inſolence 

Audacious Traitor ! thus to brand 

My hallow'd Pleaſures, with the Name 

Of flothful Eaſe and Fear! I'll have thee think, 

Unknowing Slave ! that nothing in itſelf 

Is Good or Ill, but as it pleaſes me. 
Mar. I fay no. There will be Shame in Cowardice, 

Tho Xerxes were a Soldier 
Xer. Ha ſhears you ? 
Aran. Forbear, my Lord, conſider 'tis your King that 
Mar. I ha' no King; 'tis Merit, not a Crown, 

That makes a King: When Pride and Sloth debaſe 

The Soul of Majeſty, the Crown's a Toy, 

No more in Worth than what it weighs in Gold : 

I ſcorn a King, whoſe Robes can only ſpeak him Royal. 
Xer. Witneſs, ye Gods, how loth I am to wake 

And cruſh this Slave, who, like a crawling Inſect, dares 

Diſturb the ſleeping Lyon 


Mar. 
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By Heav'n I've ſeen a Hare, a Woman's Courage, 


Dare beyond thee ; the Martial Artemiſſa, 


Whoſe aiding Arm in Fight, ſupported and diſgrac'd 
The Warlike Woman ſhew'd a Manly Rage: [thee 


The Courtly King, a Woman's Trembling Fear : 
Ever wer't thou laſt in Battle, formoſt 
In the Flight, humble in Danger, and when 


Thy Danger's paſt, inſulting ! Dungeon 


er. Seize the Traitor! hence! and bear him 
There let the ſurly Lyen growl, and camp 


do A 


His galling Chains in vain ! I'll try him in the Den; 
Hard Fare, perhaps, Darkneſs and Gives may tame him ; 
Mar. A Dungeon! Now by the Power of Arms, 


thou'ſt found 


The only Place, an honeſt Man can bear in Perfia ! 

Thou poor inverted King, whoſe Favour is Diſgrace, 
Whoſe Frowns are Honour now ; thou canit not raiſe 
My Glory more, than thus proclaiming to the World 


Thou hateſt me: But when 
This Lyon grumbles o'er his Chains alone ; beware 


Thou ſend no Perfian Fools to gaze at me; [ Greeks 
Leſt in my Round of "Thought, I ſhould believe em 
That keep me there ; and bounding from my Couch, 


Graſping with Fury the miſtaken Prey, 


With flaming Eyes, ſhould ſtare their Souls away. [ Exit. 
Xer. To the Dungeon, hence, and load lum down 
By Heav'n I'll find a Way to take (with maſly Fetters, 


An undiſturb'd Repoſe ; li have my Streams 


Of Cryſtal Pleaſure, cl:ar'd of all theſe Martial Weeds, 


Il tear em by the Rcots, and throw 'em uſeleſs by. 


Art. My Lord, Howe'er ; our Soldier's Heat 


Xr. I'll have no more to do with faucy War 
Were now Ten Thouſands Times the Millions 
ha” loſt in Arms, intreating, begging as for Life, 
One animating Word to bid em move, 


Id not unſheath my Sword, to be enthron'd with Fove. 
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Art. Why ! why ye Powe'rs! has ſuch a tainted Soul 
The Care of th' Empire? Or if the Gods have ſtamp'd 
Divinity on Kings, fixing them far above 
The Reach of Common Men ; why then have we 
The Eyes of Reaſon to inſpect their Faults ? 

Why are we born with Souls to loath Diſhonour, 
And yet by Honour bound to bear it? [diſhonourable, 

Aran. How ! To bear it ! No! "That Loyalty's 
That bids me bear Diſhonour : When Subjects 
Are no more the Care of Kings, we then 
Have only left the Laws of Nature to protect us, 

And Nature ties us all to Self-Defence, M 
We muſt in Time reſent the Blows we've taken: 
Mardonius's Freedom muſt be ſought, and ſuddenly : 


p 


The current of our Treaſure ebbs too fait ; ſt! 
It muſt be ſtop'd by Right and Privilege: Ha 
The late Expences of our gaudy Shame, In 
Exceeds th* Account of neceſſary War: Ne 
And ſhall we ſleep, when from our Hands by Force, = 

Te 


The Gripe Tyranny has wrung our Fortunes. 


More I cou'd fay, 3 

If I believ'd that Words cou'd win you to . To 

An Honourable Action. Th 

Art. Aranthes, I was never ſlow to ſuch a Call, 3 
Nor needs the Cauſe a Tongue, c 

But yet the Undertaking's difficult, f 
And will require our Friends beſt Counſel 1 

To- Night at my own Houſe I'll ſummon em, . 

There ſpeak our Grieſs at large. * 

And may the bleſt Event to Ages prove, Ang 

No Crown ſits ſafe, without the Peoples Love. Fre 

[ Exeunt. =, 

| 


Or 


ACT 
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The S CE NE, Tbe Houſe of Artabanus. 


Enter Memnon with a Paper. 

Oneſty's a Notion, and only reigns, 

J Like Womens Chaſtity, in cold untempt- 
11 ed Minds: 

It muſt be ſo! I ever thought that Villainy 

Had an ugly Face; but now I view it 

In the flattering Glaſs of Intereſt, it ſeems [Virtue, 


No Monſter ! Of a fairer Form than halt-ſtarv'd 

vet let me think a little 1. 
Here I am truſted with the Names of ſeveral Men, "WY 
Who have combin'd to free th'impriſon'd General, 1 
To ſeize the King, and force him to renew | j 
The War with Greece ! Nay, I've ſubſcrib'd my own, 1 
Laſſiſt em too, and now am going to inform wil 
The General of it: The Undertaking is but juſt ; * | 
For old Mardonius lov'd the King, and lies C 
In Chains, becauſe he offer'd Proof on't : Xerxes "I 
h unfit to hold the Reins of Empire; . 8 


lie throws 'em looſe, and lets it run to Shame, 

And Luxury—Why don't 1 haſte to ſtop ham then? 
And by the Execution of what I've ſworn to act, 
Prevent my Country's Kuin But ſtay! ſuppoſe 

I fail in my Deſ gu (as ſure tis dangerous) 

[f I am taken, can my Country fave me? 

Or if I tucceed, am I ſure my Country 

ill be grateful ? They'll fay, perhaps, twas Intereſt 
Led me on: 
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And let me ſtarve, while they partake the Bleſling ! 
They may be baſe, and probably they will ! 
Then tis not fafe to truſt 'em ; nor can I 

On th'other Side be ſure of Life, if I delay 

This great Diſcovery :=—Why then, tis fix'd ! 
Pll take the ſureſt Way to find Reward from NXer xe; : 
And when my Pardon, and Reward are fign'd, 
'Then let 'em call me Fool, or tell the King 

I am a Villain. [Exit. 


Enter Artabanus, Aranthes, &c. 
Art. Never was Cauſe, my Friends, more chearfully 
Embrac'd, never were Hands more fit for Action, 
Nor ever greater Glory waiting on Succeſs : 
"Tis not the Thirſt of others Wealth, or Diginties, 
Nor Envy of a favour'd Faction, that infla mes us, 
No mercenary End: Tis bleeding Honour calls us 
To revenge her Wounds ; 'tis Xerxes, not the King, 
That ſtands accus'd : If Xerxes can relent, 
Still let him wear the Crown ; if not, the Crown 
By us remov'd, can dignify 
Another Head for Empire. 
Aran. Tis not who reigns, but who reigns well, is King. 
Art. He that neglects the Regal Office, 
Should be compell'd to lay it down; 
And we who feel the Smart of that Neglect, 
Are only proper Judges, where to place it. 
Aran. Let us but once more ſee Mardonius ſworded, 
We ſhan't be long to ſeek a Man that's tit 
To weild a Sceptre : I long 
To hear how he receives our Undertakung ! 
Why lingers Me-mon thus? may we believe 
He's not refus'd Acceſs to him. [Gold. 
Art. You may, I have unbarr'd the Priſon Gates with 
[A Servant whiſpers Artabanus. 
Come, Gentlemen, the Night begins to waſte, 
Our {mall Collation waits us: Arantbes, 


Pray 
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Pray conduct our Friends, Pl] give ſome Orders 
In the Houſe, and follow you. [Exit Aran. with the reſt. 


Enter Tamira in her Night-Dreſs, weeping. 

Art, What mean theſe Tears, Tamira ? 

Tam. O, can you love like me, and ask that Queſtion, 
"Tis true, I counſel'd what you have undertaken ; 
Yet cannot help my Woman's Fears : Not but 
I love your Honour more, than both our Lives ; 
Yet, when I run o'er the frightful Hazards, 
The Dangers imminent you meet, 
To purchaſe and preſerve it, then I could wiſh 
Some humble Shepherd were my Love, 
Whoſe ſole Ambition were a roſy Chaplet ; 
Not a Crown : 
Who in fome ſweet Retreat of blooming Nature, 
Naked of Honours, but enrich'd with Love, 
Might give and take Delight unknown to Crowns, 
And drive, with undiſturb'd Repole, 
The melting Hours before us, 
Aft. Be Witneſs, Heaven, how theſe Words tranſport 

For ſtill thy Fears, I know, are born of Love, [me ! 

And Love's of kin to Honour. Could'ſt thou behold, 
Ev'n in the ſofteſt Moment of our Joy, 
Our native Country in Diſtreſs, the bloody Arm 
Of Tyranny juſt rais'd to give the Wound; 
And not with Horror throw me from thy Arms 

To itop the Blow ? Think what a glorious Tale, 
+ Futurity ſhall regiſter of him, 
That firſt ſtept out to ſave her! 
And if oppoſing Death ſhould croſs the brave Attempt, 
Then ſhall it farther ſtill be ſaid for thee, 
This Man, this honeſt Man, the memorable Ar:abanus, 
Beyond his Life, his Country lov'd, 
Yet, equal with his Country, lov'd Tamira. 

Tam. O, ſhall it be ſaid Tamira's Fears 

Oppos d this glorious Enterprize ? Periſh 
That 
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That Wife is ſo impatient of her Joys; 

That to indulge her Love at home, 

Would turn her Husband's Honour out a ſtarving ! No 

Go on, my deareſt Lord ! leave me, and cheer 

Thoſe gallant Friends have ſworn to aſſiſt you: 

If you return with Life, my Love will find 

A thouſand thouſand Ways to welcome you—Hark ! 

What Knocking's that ? who can it be thus late ? LA loud 

Do you expect more Friends, my Lord? Knocking. 

Pray Heav'n no ill be towards us ! 

Art, Be not concern'd, my Love, I gueſs 

Tis Memnom from the General: Within there! 

Haſte to the Portal; know firſt their Buſineſs, ¶ Enter a 

Fer you give Admittance ; unleſs it be Servant, 

To my Lieutenant Memnon : Be calm, my Love. 

Tam. I cannot, while this Noiſe continues ! 

You ſhall not ſtir, my Lord; Heavens! how I tremble ! 
Art. Now! whois it? [| Re-enter with the Steward. 
Sexy, My Lord, your Steward. 

Art. The News! [wards you. 
Stexv, Defend yourſelf, my Lord! ſome Danger's to- 

Going to my Reſt, within the outward Lodge, 

I heard the thronging Tread of Paſſengers, 

Whom from the Window I diſcover'd 

To be the Guards : 

They now are marching round the Orchard Wall, 

In order to beſet the Houle : 

I heard 'em ſay too, as they paſs'd along, 

Kill none, let em be taken all alive. 

Art. Death and Horror ! we are betray'd ! 
Tam. O fly, my Lord! 
Let me conjure you, by the Pangs 
Of my diſtracted Love, fly ! fly! Cer yet 
A Moment can befriend you. 
Art. Impoſſible ! I leave my Friends in Danger! 
Tam. Run! haſte, and rouze em from the Jaws of 
Ruin. | [To the Serv. 
| O 
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O fatal! Enterprize 
Art. That we may gain ſome Time to think, lead you 
The Servants to the Eaſtern Gate, [To the Steward. 
Command 'em, on their Lives, to keep it bari'd 
Gainſt all would force their Entrance, Gods! 
Was ever noble Action ſo untimely born; 
O, Tamira [Ruin ? 
Tam. What Power, what Fate can ſtop our headlong 
Some pitying Gods look down, and ſtretch an Arm, 
To keep our Lives and Love unparted ! 
O that the Earth wou'd open wide, and take us thus, 
Thus undivided to the Centre! [Throwing her Arms on him. 
Art. If we deſerve your Rage, ye Pow'rs ! 
Now hurl your Thunder to deſtroy us : 
But ſtrike us cloſer, not aſunder with your Bolts. 
O! muſt we part, Tamira / 
Curſt be the Hell-born Slave that durſt betray 
Our honeit Lives: III Reſt betide his frighted Soul, 
Devouring Guilt, 
Like the Promethean Vulture, knaw his perjur'd Heart, 
And mark him ſor the Carrion of Mankind. 
(Aran. within.) Ruin'd ! betray'd, and loſt ! 
Art. O my Friends! 


Enter Aranthes, and the reſt in Diſorder. 
Aran. Deſtraction! Memmon ! 
Art. Ha! what of him Fear, 
Aran. He! He ! that curſt, that canker'd Slave, for 
Or baſe Reward, has ſold us all: I now 
Deſcry'd him by the diſtant Light of Torches, 
In Conference with the King, who ſmiling comes 
Fth' Rear, to catch us in the ſhameful Toll ! 
Art. O that a Curſe wou'd kill the Villain! 
Aran. Let's fend it then upon our pointed Sword, 
Since we'ave no Hope of Safety left ; 
Here ! let us fix our Stand, and if the Villain 
Dares to face us, ruſh all at once to reach his Heart, 


And 
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And die like Men, reveng'd upon our Ruin. 
Art. Impoſſible to ſcape ſuch Numbers: No! 

Let's down to th' Poſtern Gate, and try 

To leap the Orchard Wall; or now the Darkneſs of 

The Night befriends us, mingle with the Guards 

That are in ſearch of us, ſeem hot as they 

In the Purſuit, and that Way take our Chance 

To ſcape em undiſcover'd. [A lud Noiſe without. 
Aran. Away! they are upon us: 

Succeed or not, we know at laittodie. [ Exit 2vith the reft, 
Art. 1 follow you. LTamira holds Art. 
Tam. My Lord ! my Love, I cannot leave you! 

O let me part with you, and Life together! 

Art. This is no Time to part like Lovers, 

Nor yet to tell thee half my Fear: ! 

The King! Revenge! and Luſt! I can no more; 

But ſhou'd thy frighted Virtue call for Help, 

Let this ſpeak for me. LO. ves ber a Dagger. 
Jum. By Heav'n it ſhall ; and home: But do not venture 

To the Orchard: Here in the Houle below there hes 

A ſecret Vault, in ſormer Times of ſome religious Uſe, 

And now is only known to me: There I conjure you lie 

Conceal'd till Safety call you forth : Nor Hell, nor Envy 

Betray you thence, unleis I prove Unfaithful. {can 

Art. O might we never part till then 

Hark ! they are entering! ſhew me [ Exeunt. 


After a Noiſe of the Gates being broken down, Enter Xerxes, 
Memnon, Officers a Guards, with Torches. 
Xer. Where! Where's this inſernal Brood of Traitors : 
By Heav'n, I'll cruſh em in the Net ! Away! 
Look out I Search every Hole that Fear can creep into: 
Nor Earth, nor Hell ſhall hide 'em trom my Vengeance! 


Enter at the other Door Cleontes, and Guards dragging in 
tau of the Conſpirators dead. 

Clio. Here ! this Way, ſhew the Bodies to the King 

Great 
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Great Sir ! two of the Conſpirators, 

This Moment breath'd their laſt. tative? 

Mer. Was't not my ſtrict Command to take em all 
Who was it dar'd to kill em? 

Clo. My Lord ! it was their own Deſpair, 

For e'er we cou'd beſet the Orchard, 

Theſe two, with ſeveral more, who juſt before eſcap'd us, 
Made an Attempt to leap the Wall; 

We interpoſing in the Moment, 

Demanded 'em our Priſoners ; 

At this, they looking round with hopeleſs Eyes, 

To one another's Breaſts their pointed Swords advanc'd, 
And ruſt'd at once to an Embrace 

Of Friendſhip and of Death. 

Aer. O ſpiteful ſullen Traitors! bring in the Torture 
By Heav'n, I'll have em rack'd to Life again 

Mem. My Lord, theſe Wretches are but the Limbs 
Of the Confpiracy ; it only halts for want of them! 

If you would have it huſt'd for ever, 
Cut off the Head, their 4rtabanus / 

Xer. Thou haſt inform'd my Rage : Say, Slaves, 
Among thoſe that fled, ſaw you Artabanus ? 

Clo. No, my Lord, we rather choſe to let them fly, 
Than give him Time to *(cape, while we purſu'd 'em. 
If with the reſt he was, he's ſtill ?th* Houſe, my Lord. 

Mem. Then we are ſecure of him: I left him here; 
But ſee, they've found his Wife ; 

If he lies yet conceal'd, ſhe muſt of courſe 
Be privy to the Place. 


Enter Tamira guarded. 

Xer. Now! Is Artabanus found ? 

Guard, My Lord, we've left no Place unſearch'd, 
That Jealouſy can enter ; but can no where find him : 
And when we urg'd his Lady to diſcover him, 

She call'd us Fools, and faid we ask'd her idle Queſtions. 
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Aer. So brave ! But this is done in ſpite to me: 


The Traitreſs knows I love, and therefore ſhe 
inſults : 


But thus I tear the Paſſion from my Breaſt, 
And in its room, take fell Revenge and Hate ! 
Bring in the Rack ! TI try if that can make 
A Woman ſpeak her Mind. 
Mem, Tis here, my Lord. 
Xer. See you that, Lady? 
Tam. Yes, and feel it in my Thoughts, 
Aer. What think you of it? 
Tam. That I could bear it, Sir, t avoid a greater Pain, 
Xer. What's that ? 
Tam. Diſloyalty to my Husband, and my Love. 
Aer. That ſhall be try'd : Where is your Husband ? 
Tam. I have hid him, Sir. 
Aer. Where, Traitreſs ? UI ſhould not. 
Tam. I dare not tell you, Sir ; he has commanded me 
Xer. He then commands thee to the Torture! 
If thou would'ſt ſcape it, ſpeak ! for I will know. 
Tam. You ſhall! You ask to know 
Where I have hid my Husband. 
Then I muſt tell you, Tyrant, in my Heart, 
Where you, nor yours can enter to remove him. 


Mem. Put her to the Trial, Sir ! the Rack 
keeps no Secrets; 


Afade, 


Women are ſo impatient of a little Pain, Afide to 
Xerxes. 


That only ſqualling in their natural Labour, 
They'll forſwear Mankind. 

Ver. By Heav'n, I'm plead to ſee her Folly rave, 
Thou tall ſt as if the Rack were but a Sport! Halt thou 
Been ever ſenſible of any Pain like this ? 

Tam. Ten thouſand times a greater : I have known 
The Pains of hopeleſs Love : Nay, after that, 
The Agonies of Bluſhing to reward 
The Man that lov'd me. 
Aer. How feelingly ſhe talks of Love, ev'n in 
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The Face of Horror; Art thou not afraid of Death? 

Tam. No! This Moment from my Window I beheld 
Theſe two unhappy Wretches run into 
His Arms, and fee ! how ſoon they're quiet! Death! 
Alas ! he's now my neareſt Friend ! look here ! 

I wear him in my Boſom, Sir; 
My Husband plac'd him there. 

Xer. Thy Husband ! To what End ? 

Tam. During his Abſence to keep Diſhonour from me- 

Xer. O the inveterate Slave! Memnon, walk unobſerv'd 
Behind, and wreſt the Dagger from her. [ Afrde. 

Mem, I ſhall, my Lord. [ He fleals round. 

Tam. That Whiſper has a Meaning I am jealous of; 
By Heav'n *tis fo ! The Villain meets my Purpole ! 

[ Obſerving Mem. 

Xer. Once more ! Where is thy Husband ? 
Conſeſs, and yet preſerve thy Life. 

Tam. Thus far I will confeſs: That I am now indeed 
Almoſt afraid of Death : For it would grate my Soul, 
To leave my Husband's Ruin unreveng'd ; 

(For I deſpair again to make him happy) 

And that's the only Wiſh that makes me fond of Life. 
Forgive me, Duty, if I miſtake the Breaſt ; 

But great Revenge and Love, inſtruct me here! {Szabs 

Jer. Diſarm her! Seize her, Slaves! Mem. 
TI truſt the Tygreſs looſe no more. 

Mem. Furies and Death, ſhe's reach'd my Heart. [ Dies. 

Tam. So may all Tray tors die ! Tis done! 

The noble Task, that Love had ſet me 
For the Remains of Liſe, is nobly ended; 
And now I am at Leiſure for 

The idle Holiday of Death. 

Xer. No, ſullen Traitreſs! thou ſhalt be Years a dying. 

Tam. Let me be Ages, Sir ! 

Xer. Begin the Torture | 
Pd have my Glory live for ever 
By Hear n, ſhe mocks my Vengeance ! [They bind ber. 

Now, 
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Now, where are your Smiles of Scorn, Lady ? 

Tam. Here! in my Soul, which thus contemns the 
Thinking to bow it down to Baſeneſs. [ Tyrant, 
Alas! my Body now wou'd fink to th' Earth, 

With Horror of yon agonizing Tortures ; 
But that my daring Soul, ſhoots, like a temper'd Spear, 
Quite 1 the falling Trunk, and gives it Power to 


Now fatiate thy Rage, ſtrip off my trembling Fleſh, 
And when thou'ſt piece - meal torn theſe frailer Limbs 
Still ſhalt thou leave unmov'd a naked Mind [away, 
Ere& to Heaven. 

Ker. Away ! and drag her to her Fate [She is carried af. 
My ſtern Revenge will brook no more Defiance. 

Cle. My Gracious Lord, might your poor Slave 

adviſe 

Aer. Preſerve thou thy own Life, and tempt me not, 
I tell thee Vengeance takes up all my Soul. 
Cleo. But yet, you ſee, my Lord, ſhe minds it not! 
You are not thus reveng'd ! — She mocks the Torture ! 
Now, Sir, may I adviſe—— 


Ker. Adviſe me! What? Not ev'n the dama'd can 
With more Variety of Pain—Look there ! [groan 


Cleo. I ſee, my Lord, and plainly ſee from this, 
Were ſhe in your Arms, ſhe'd feel at once 
A greater Pain, and you a ſweeter Vengeance. 
Methinks ſhe's lovely yet ! her Charms new pointed ! 
See, how her ſnowy Boſom heaves and ſwells 
With inward Pains, diſdaining to confeſs em. 
O Miracle of diſtreſsful Beauty 

Xer. Not yet a Groan ! No Sigh or Tear for Mercy | 
Reveal thy Husband yet, and I forego 


My Juſtice !—By yon Heav'n ſhe's dumb and dauntleß! 


See, how ſhe knaws her Lips, and firms her Brow ' 

With ſullen Virtue ſhe ſupports her Soul, 

And bears it with unheaded Reſolution ! 
Cleo. Stupendious Woman 
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Ver. Forbear a while [To the Executioners, 
Cleo. With half this Pain, I've ſeen a Malefactor 
Make the Torturer tremble with his Groans ! 
Can all this Fortitude be born of Love ? 
er. If it be 
What mortal Man can merit ſuch a Love? 
If Love can make her imile in ſuch a raging Pain? 
What muſt he do, when w:apt in real Pleaſure ? 
What Racks of bliſsſul Joy, what Raptures mult ſhe give » 
By Heav'n, they mult be taited 


Unlooſe, and ſeat her by me. [She is brought in all bloody. 


I'm now a Convert to her undaunted Virtue. 

Thou glorious Woman, whoſe unconquer'd Soul, 

In ſpite of Wrongs, reſolves my Rage to Pity. 

For ever now, thine and thy Husband's Injuries 

To me, are cancell'd and forgivin. My Crown's 

Too little to reward thy Conſtancy ; 

But if thy Husband's Life and Safety can, 

Nay, and his Friends too, they are thine, 

Thy Goodneſs has reedem'd 'em. 

Tam. What ſaid you, Sir? you do not flatter me! [aueeping. 
Aer Search round my Kingdom for a Wiſh, 'tis thine. 

Or Wealth, or Empire, all too poor a Gift, 

For ſuch exalted Virtue ! 

But ask O ſpeak ! and teach me to be grateful ! 
Jam. O my chear'd Heart! Shall I not ask in vain ? 
Ker. Speak, and enjoy thy With ! 

Tam. Indeed, it is an humble one : I ask 

Not Wealth or Power, I ne'er was fond of Dignity ; 

Nature and Reaſon ever taught me to believe, 

No Jaſte of Life cou'd be, but in the free, 

TY intire Poſſeſſion of the Man that lov'd me. 

Give me his Life, and him the Life of thoſe 

Unhappy Friends, his Raſhneſs has engag'd, 

And I am more than happy. | 
Aer. All this I had refolv'd unask d;: 

Can nothing more be given to chear thy Life ? 


Tar, 
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Tam. A little more, if I might ſpeak. 

Xer. Speaking is to enjoy. 

Tam. Then give us Leave, my Husband, Sir, 

Our little Infant, and myſelf, with the Remains 
Of our Inheritance, to ſeek Retirement, 

On ſome remote and unknown Clime, 

Where Power and State, may never more 
Diſturb the Peace of our unmurmuring Love. 

Mr. Draw up a Pardon ftrait for Artabanus, 

And thoſe with him concern'd in this Conſpiracy. 
Here ! Fair one, take this Ring! Give it thy Husband, 
Be that thy Triumph, and his Paſſport thro' the World. 
Now gently raiſe, and bear her to the Palace, 

And let our own Phyſicians have the Care of her. 

Tam. Alas, my Lord, I want no Art, ſuch Words as theſe 

Wou'd heal a Wretch expiring of his Wounds ! 

O let me kiſs your ſacred Feet, 

And thank you with my grateful Tears of Joy ; 

Thus let me weep, and waſh your cruel Guilt away, 
Till Gods and Men, ſtand wondering at your Virtue ! 

Xer, Riſe, Fair Creature! Live, and enjoy the Man 

that loves thee. 

Tam. Now you indeed have rais'd me, rais'd me, Sir, 
From Death to Life, to Love, and to my Husband! 
But haſte! O lead me to him, e'er my Wounds are cold, 
That I may fold his Body in thele bleeding Arms, 

And print it o'er with Crimſon Characters 

Of eternal Faith ! 

And now let baſe Detraction bluſh 

To call us Cowards, or inconſtant Souls, 

Since ev'ry Drop that falls from me, 

Nlay to our injur'd Sex's Glory prove, 

That Racks, nor Hell could ſhike a Woman's Love. [Ex. 

Aer. | hen thuu'rt the f rit that never could be won, 
And therefore only fit to feed a Love 
Lyxwious as my own; Now follow her; 


Seize 
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Seize her Husband the Moment ſhe diſcovers him, 
And bear him to the Scaffold. 
Cleo. You gave your Royal Word to ſpare him, Sir. 
Ver. No, Fool, I gave my Word to find him out. 
Juſtice demanded him; and ſince the Rack 
Produc'd him not, I might with Jultice then 
Make uſe of Policy; and now I'm both 
Secure of my Revenge and Love. 
Clio. Then ſhe muſt not die, Sir. 
er. Oh, no! ſhe lives and ſhall be lov'd to Ruin 
I've prov'd her Virtue now, and find 
It worthy of a Sicge: I'll further try 
If all the moving Penitence of Love can take her: 
If (as I wou'd) ſhe ſtill reſiſt that Pow'r, 
The nobleſt Way to conquer is to ſtorm : 
'Tis Oppoſition gives the Victor Glory ! 
Oh! what a noble Guſt will fwell my Soul, [Graſp ! 
When ſhe lies drown'd in Tears, and trembling in my 
Nay, after my abhorr'd Poſſeſſion, Ill hold her down 
With ſmiling Spite, and talk my Raptures o'er ; 
In her unwilling Ears ll pour ſuch Tales 
Of looſe Deſire, her very Soul ſhall feel the Rape. 
And though 


Her IWards may beg I wou'd her Life deſiroy, 
T. make her Eyes confeſs that that fhe partakes the For, 
[ Exit. 
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ACT IV. 
The SCENE, the Palace, 
Enter Xerxes attended, a Meſſenger offering him a Litter, 


Alx on me Tomorrow; 
55 a; — mone hs ang. 
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Ver. T tell thee, Slave, my Will's my Saſety: 
When Danger dares to face me, 
T'll command it from my Perſon. 
Meg. But, Sir 
Xer. No more, my Pleaſures wait. 


Enter Cleontes. 


Now, my Clontes, What News from Love? 

How does Tamira bear her heavy Change of Fortune ? 
Clio. Oh! never did the weeping Eyes 

Of Pity view a Scene ſo mournſul. When firſt 

We ſeiz'd, and forc'd her Husband from her Arms, 

She wrung her Hands, and ſhriek d, and tore her flowing 

Beating her Breaſts; and in her wild Deſpair Hair! 

She broke thro' all the Guards, with an amazing Force, 

And ſtrain'd her Arms once more around him. 

We ſtrove to part him from her Hold; but ſhe 

Still clung, and claſp'd with ſuch convulſive Force, 

That from her half-heal'd Wounds the ſtarting Blood 

Agen ſprung forth 

And fprinkl'd thoſe with Pity that oppos'd her. 

Mov'd by that Sight, we ſtopt a while, 

To let her take a ſhort, a laſt Farewel. 


Quite 


Tney're of Importance, and concern 
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Quite breathleſs now, her Head upon his Boſom lean'd, 
She wept, and ſpoke with dying Eyes 
The tender Anguiſh of her Soul. 
He preſs'd her cloſe, and call'd, My Life ! 
She ſigh'd and groan'd, and offer'd an Embrace, 
But there, alas! her waſted Spirits ſunk, 
And leſt her on the Floor, expiring. 

Aer. Extravagance of Love 
If only to behold her parted from a Husband's Arms 
Were ſuch a mournful Sight, 
Oh! what a beauteous Ruin will r 
When rifled of her dearer Honour! 
She weeps and wails, with ſwoln Eyes looks aw Heav'n, 
And chides the neuter Gods for their Neglect of Innocence. 
But ſay, how have you diſposd her Husband ? 

Cleo. While ſhe lay fainting on the Ground, 
We hurry'd him to Priſon ; then us'd all our Care 
To bring her back to Life. 

Xer. Is ſhe then recover'd ? 

Cleo. To Life ſhe is, but hardly to her Senſes. ' 
She ſpeaks to none, nor minds another's Speech ; 
Penſive ſhe fits, with folded Arms, 
Fixing to th' Earth her Blood-ſhot-Eyes, and looks 


The piteous Image of true Mourning Miſery. 


Xer. How are her Wounds ? 
Clio. By Virtue of an Arabian Plant, ſhe has 


Already loſt the Pain: They were at firſt 


But ſlight, tho ſmarting. 
Xer. Uſe all the Power of Art to chear her Spirits; 
But keep her till within the Palace. 


When you perceive ſhe is inclin'd to talk, 


Let me hear of her 
Mz. 1 beg your Majeſty 
er. Agen this Plague! Whence are theſe Letters? 
Me. From my Mafter, Sir, the Governor of your 

new. erected Fort. [Arms, 
Xer. (Reads) Ha! He tells me here, ſome Rebels are in 
C hat 
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hat you are able to inform me farther ! T 
Say ! Who, what are they ? ſ[terd. | B 
Ne. Moſt ot em are thoſe the Grecian: left unſſaugh- | L 
Xer. In Arms ! 1 
N. Yes, Sir, and in Order too: They have been f 
Long us'd to War : You taught em firſt the Trade, = 
And now they ſay, they'll ſet up for themſelves. DU 
Arr. So blunt? (Thoughts, Y, 
Me. They talk but little, Sir; they look their T 
And threaten in their Silence. Ti 
Mer. ' Aranthes at the Head of em ? 0 
Ne. I faw, and ſpoke with him. | 
Aer. What faid the Traitor? | 
Meg. He bid me tell you, Sir, Unleſs the General 
Were free To-morrow, he'd himſelf find Hands 
To force the Priſon-Gates. n+ 
Xer. So reſolute ? What was their Number? Yo 
NM. When firſt I view'd 'em, they appear'd = 
Not above ten Thouſand : But in four Hours Th 
] perceiv'd em doubled. ' Ha 
Xer. Ha! It may be dangerous then too far Yo, 
T' incenſe a gathering Power It muſt be fo | a 
Here, take the Royal Signet; haſte, and ſtop 0 
The Execution of Artabanus. [Exit an Attendant, | 
Nor is it Fear that makes me do it; Fo 
But, on my ſecond Thoughts, it may advance FS 


The glorious Project of my looſe Defire : 
(For ſhe'll believe, when I proteſt it ſo, . | 7 
That love of her has made me pitiful.) 
Beſide, the News will call her Spirits home, 
And make her fit ſo much the ſooner for my Arms. 
Poſt to thy Maſter, back: Bid him draw out 
Thoſe Forces under his Command, and meet the Rebels. 
Me. The Rebels, are more than thrice his Number. 
Xer. No more! But let him do't, or die! 
Mefſ. Jam gone, Sir. And if he takes my Counſel, 
His few ſhall make their Number greater. Ade. 
M. Fl think no more, nor ſhock my Eaſe, 


To 
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To entertain a Thought of toilſome Arms ! 

But yet, I am not ſaſe till theſe are quelld 
Let hood-wink'd Fortune uſe her ſenſeleſs Will ! 
Man ſees in vain, and does in vain oppoſe her: 
Fight, or neglect em, ſtill my Fate's decreed ; 
Nor is't in me to ſhun a future 11], 

Unleſs, with Pow'r to act, Heav'n gives me Will. 
Yet thus to live in Doubt, a Torment is 

Then Magic Art ſhall ſet my Mind at Peace : | 
Jil to the Magis Cave, whoſe Charms ſhall prove 


What Fate's deſign'd my Empire, and my Love. [ Ext. 


The hidden Fates of Kings and Empires, 


The SCENE changes to the Magician“ Cave. 


Re-enter Xerxes alone. 

Xer. Come forth, ye Pow'rs on Futurity : 
You, that with pow'rful Charms unlock 
The Cabinets of Heav'n, and ſteal from thence 
The Magi 
Haſte from your gloomy Cell, and ſummon all } appear. 
Your Art to wait a Monarchs Pleaſure. 

Mag. Command us, and our Art obeys. 

Aer. Tell me what End my Empire is decreed, 


| If Tby Foes, or Foes by ine ſhall bleed. 


Tell me what Pleaſure 1 in Love ſhall know ; 


| If Love, or Force, ſhall make the Fair One bow. 
| Exert your Art, and prove what Spells can do. 


Mag. Prepare the Charm: The Charm muft be 


Io Sophicl, who delights in Harmony. 


iſt Mag. /irgs. 

Sophie!!! Old Sire of early Fate, 

Who jeeſt before the Gods debate; 

That know'ft of yet unbeing Things, 

The Fates of uncreated Kings, 

Of Men, of Empires, and the Doom: 

Of thouſand thouſand Years to come : 

uit Mag. Appear ! 2d, Appear ! zd, Appear ! 
: C 2 1 


iſt Mag. Sophiel ! 
By the Moon's pale Beam, 
That faintly glimmers ver the Stygian Stream, 
Appear, &c. 
2d Mag. Sophiel ! 
By the Ocean's Ebb and Flow, 
Whoſe hidden Cauſe we ne er cou'd know, 
Appear, &c. 
zd Mag. Sophiel ! 
By the ſubterraneous Winds, that make 
The trembling Earth and Center ſhake, 
Chorus. Appear ! Thrice! Price] invot'd, appear; 
Whether in Air thy Form does ftray, 
Or under Earth by Charms i; bound, 
Swift ! fevift as Light'ning, dart away; 
Or fierce as Thunder, tear the Ground. 


Sophiel ari/es in the Form of an Old Man all in Whits, 
and ſpeaks. 


Soph. Too curious Man! Why doſt thou ſeek to know 
Events, which, good or ill, fore-known, are Woe ? 
TY All- ſeeing Pow'r, that made thee Mortal, gave 
Thee every thing a Mortal State ſhould have. 
Fore-Knowledge only is enjoy'd by Heav'n, 

And, fur his Peace of Mind, to Man forbidden. 
Wretched were Life, if he fore-knew his Doom ; | 
Ev'n Joys foreſeen give pleaſing Hope no Room, 
And Griefs afſur'd, are felt before they come. 

Yet looſe the Charm, be wiſe | O ſend me back; 
And what's decreed by Fate, with Patience take. 

Mag. Thou beg'ſt in vain to croſs our Monarch's Will: 
What he commands, Spirit, I charge thee tell, 5 
Speak, or [i] bind thee in an everlaſting Spell. 


Soph. O! ſpare me, and I ſp*ak; nor blame my Care; 
thought, in Kindneſs, I might ſay, Bexware. 
Know then, raſh Man, thou'ſt loſt the happy Hour, 
Which fav'ring Fate once gave within thy Pow'r : 
While thus thou liv'ſt in thoughtleſ(s Luxury, 
Slighted of Friends, of Foes deſpis'd, thou'lt die ; : 
In Madneſs only fam'd to late Poſterity. 4 
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But thou in Love a ſtranger Fate ſhalt know ; 

The Fair One ſhall, but ſhall to Virtue bow: 

With humble Love purſue, and thou ſhalt find 

Thou'rt deceiv'd, alas! in Womankind. [He Deſcend 
Xer. Spirit, thou ly'ſt; I ne'er deſpis'd ſhall die; 

Pll change my Death, to prove that Fate can lye. 

Shou'd Fortune threaten what thy Words declare, 

Td free my Soul, to be reveng'd on her. 

And for my Love, I will the Raptures know ; 

She ſhall to Love or Force, not Virtue, bow. 

Virtues may pleaſe, and give dull Souls a Feaſt ; 

But Raviſhment's a Joy for Gods to taſte, [Fair. 


The SCENE changes to a private Room in the Palace. 


Enter Cleontes and an Officer, and Servants ſutting out 4 
Banguet. 


Clo. Diſpatch, diſpatch ! the King approaches. 
OF. I gueſs the Meaning of this Preparation 
But is the Lady in a Condition, think you, 
To be entertain'd ? 


Cleo. Her Husband's Liberty and Pardon have recall d 


OF. Has ſhe ſeen him then ? her Spirits. 
Clo. She has: I ſaw their firſt Meeting here, i th 
OF. Sure 'twas a joyful one. [Palace 


Cleo. It was indeed ! Joyful, even to a Face of Sorrow. 
So movingly ſhe wept her Grieſs away, 
Twere hard to judge which ſeem'd the greater Pain, 
The Terror of his Death, or the diſtracting Joy 
Of his Return to Life : For ev'n there ſhe fainted. 
OF. Where is her Husband now? 
Cleo. Aſter the Hurry of their Joy was over, 
He beg'd her Leave to viſit brave Mardonius ; 
She, loth to part, but more unwilling to deny, 
Diſmiſs'd him, on his Promiſe of a quick Return. 
That Viſit was the only thing cou'd part 'em, 
And now the King's ſecure of Opportunity. 
If in the Interim her Husband ſhould return, 
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Your Orders are, to give him no Admittance. 
See all the Anti-Chambers clear d! away, ſhe's here. [ Ex. 


Enter Tamira alone. 


Tam. How tedious are the abſent Hours of Love ! 
Life's an unpleaſing Dream when he's not with me: 
"Tis worſe ! "tis Death, and wiſhing to be born agen 
Jam impatient of my State When, when my Love 
Sure Time ftands ſtill, to fly the faſter at our Meeting ! 
Our Hours in Love have Wings; in Abſence, Erutches. 
What can this Mufick mean? Addreſs d to me? [Soft Muſic 
Good Heav'n ! the King! and yet I read no Terror 

[Enter Xerxes, bowing at a Diſtance. 

In his Looks —— Innocence ſhould never know 
The Guilt of Fear: I'm yet 
To thank him for my Husband's Life ! 
[7o Xer.] When bounteous Heav'n gives a ſurprizing Joy, 
We bend our grateful Knees to thank the Gods: ¶ Keel: 
Kings are their Images: Such Thanks as Heav'n 
Accepts (the humble All that Man can pay) 
Receive, O ſacred Prince, from me; who, like a God, 
Have giv'n me Life reſtor d, and more than Life, - my 

Husband ! 
Nor wou'd [ have you think that any Power on Earth, 
But a reſiſtleſs Love, cou'd e'er have forc'd 
My honeſt Heart to brave my Prince's Anger! 

Aer. Ay! there indeed thou'ſt nam'd a Motive 

That might excuſe the fouleſt Crime, 

And waſh it fair as Innocence ! 

Unconquerable Love! Oh, who can brave his Power! 
A Power, that braves the eldeſt Law of Nature : 

Ev'n Self-Defence is loſt, where he exerts his Sway; 
For who'd not rather die in Proof of Love, 

Than ſuffer Life, untaſting of his Joys ? 

When TFove created Love, 

He made a greater God than Jove / 

Hadſt thou deſfign'd the Ruin of my Empire, 

At Love's Command, '"twere Treaſon not t'obey ! 8 
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From him alone our Hell or Heav'n we prove; 
He bids the Damn'd deſpair—the Happy, love! 

Tam. Defend me, Heav'n! Whither wou'd he drive ! 

Xer. Riches, Ambition, Glory, Pride may boaſt 
Their ſeveral Charms to raiſe our Souls aloft ; 

Yet from the Height of all their towring Thoughts, 
When on the eager Stretch to kiſs the Skies, 

Thus do we ſce 'em lur'd to Earth, like me, 

And reſt their weary'd Wings upon the Hand of Love ! 
Why doſt thou turn away? Is it ſuch Pain [7akes her Hand 
To be belov'd ! to be ador'd ! | [ Kneels 
Can Penitence and humble Tears offend thee ? 

The Gods are not averſe to thoſe. We kneel 

To Heav'n, and taſte of Mercy 

O why ! why! didſt thou take an Angels Form, 
Without the Soſtneſs of an Angel's Mind? 

Canſt thou not pity me ? 

Tam. Alas! it is not in my Power : [from me! 
Still as my Thoughts grow ſoft, my Husband fteals em 
And he's fo greedy of the Joy, he ſtrips my Soul, 

And leaves me cruel to the World beſide. | 

Xer. Be cruel ſtill, yet will I ſtill love on: I have 

Conſider' d all the vain Impoſſibles of Deſpair, 
Yet have reſolv'd to uſe no other Help but Love ! 
But ſuch a Love ! fed with fo ſoſt a Flame! 

So fond of Miſery ! fo impotent of Hope ! 
It muſt be inoffenſive to the chaſtgſt Ears 

Tam. Why do you hold me like a frighted Dove, 
That trembles in your Hand, and murmurs for its Mage 
"Tis moit inhuman to be cruel cauſe you may. 

"Tis true, I am your Slave, and in your Power. 

Jer. Behold, I throw it off! Be free: I ſcorn 

All Power but humble Paſhon, 

Which thus diſrobes the Purple King, 

And ſtrips him to the ſtarving Lover. 

But ſhall I, mutt I ſtarve before ſo fair a Banquet? 

Tam. I have no Room 


To entertain another Gueſt. You may 
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Diſturb my Love; but never can be welcome to't. 
Xer. Il bring with me a tender fighing Heart; 

A Lover's Heart, that bleeds, that languiſhes, 

And dies, to make me welcome. | 
Tam. Give it to thoſe that ſtarve ; on me ttis loft : 

I, in a faithful Husband, have eternal Plenty. 
Xer. Husband's the groſſeſt Food of Love; 

The Ignorant and Vulgar have their Share of him : 

'T he poor contented Drudge of idle Nature ; 

Cheated of Bliſs, to be the Tool of Propagation. 

Bat didſt thou know the Joys a Lover brings, 

Thus v:ouldſt thou claſp me in thy willing Arms, 

And, mad with wild Defire, confeſs [| Embracing her 

Thou haſt been fed, but never knew'ſt to taſte before. 
Tam. Strike ! ſtrike me deaf, ye Gods! O Violence 

To the Ears of Virtue ! | 
Xer. Virtue's the Bane of Bliſs, and while it checks 

The Husband's Love, Love leaves the Lover free. 

The Miſer Husband ftarves a generous Flame; 

He thinks you laviſh, when you moſt are kind ; 

And even fears to ask | 

What with a Looſe the happy Lover takes. 

He's ſtill impatient of unknown Delight ; 

Begs with unſated Longings to improve the Bliſs, 

And adds, by asking, to the Store of Love. ; 

By Heav'n ſhe muſt be mine ! my Soul's on Fire ! 

And while I graſp hey thus, ſhe muſt diflolve, or burn! 

She melts! ſhe pants! her conſcious Eyes confeſs the Joy, 

And ſparkle from her Flames within ! 

The God of Love lays proſtrate all her Charms, 

And thus I ſeize her, yielding to my Arms. | 

[Eagerly embracing her. | 

Tam. Tyrant, tis falſe! I either melt or burn | 

Exerting thus the Strength of Innocence, | 

I daſh thee from thy luſtful Hopes for ever! © Breaking 

Stand off! approach me not! for if thou doſt, e from him. 

By all the Wrongs of my undaunted Love, 

Theſe Hands, refolv'd with horrid Force, 


Shall 


bb. Mi. | 


r 57 


Shall tear my guilty Eyes away, and paſh 
The reeking Balls upon the Ground before thee. 
Mr. Why then the Spirit ly'd 
That faid I was deceiv'd in Womankind. 
I knew my Hopes to conquer thee were vain : 
I now deſpair, and that ſecures my Pleaſure ! 
Women that yield to Love, or vile Reward, 
Are Things below the Paſſion of a Monarch's Soul : 
But ſhe that can, like thee, be deaf to Power, 
To conqu:ring Love, yet bear the Rack for Love, 
She is, indeed, a Banquet for the Gods 
Til be their Taſter now 
And ſerve up in Raviſhment to them. 
Hadit thou ſubmitted to my eager Love, 
Perhaps in Heat of Blood I had enjoy'd thee, 
And after left thee like a common Thing, 
Deſpis'd and hated for thy caſy giving 
Tam. O happy Thouglit ! he teaches me to'ſcape him 
Forgive me, Love, if now I ſeem the 'Thing 


That Love ſhould mott abhor. [ Afar. 
Jer. Now, where's that Hand will hurt thoſe beauteous 
Eyes ?  [Serxing her Hana 


Strive not, nor think tliy Cries can move ! yet do! 
Refill me till! £11 curte my hated Flame 


vill bun the fiercer, when oppos4 : 


Methinks thou art not cold, as I could with. 

By Heav'n, Fil grind thy ſullen Hate to Love, 

And glut my Vengeance with ablkorr'd Poſſeſſion. 
Tam, And why abucorr'd ? [ Prrifing. 

Can there be Horror zu ſo iweet a Plealure ? 

Can Force be needful to the yielding Fair? 

I find, you think me, wiat I ſeem'd, all Ice 

Al! little, little do y ou know of Womankind ! 

Our Lives, our Thoughts, our very Souls are Love! 

Our 'Tears are Softnets, and our Coyneis, Fear; 

Our Frowns affected, and our Smiles decoying 3 

Our Licutts are tender, and our 'T'ongues belye em; 

Our Wiches tecret, ard our Eyes betray 'em 3 


We mull be cruc!, c'er we can be kind: And 
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And uſe Reſiſtance, to be more deſired: 

But when our Cruelty has done its Part, 

And kindly prov'd how ill the Wretch can bear, 

Then! then! our Joy's ſecure — A Look can cure 
Deſpair ! [ Looks wwantonly on him 

Xer. Amazement ! 

Tam. You thought, perhaps, becauſe I bore the Rack, 
That I could only bear an Husband's Love? 

Alas! I ſuffer'd that in Spite to you, 

Not love to him ; for you were then my Foe ! 

My Intereſt brib'd me there to ſuffer : 

My ſtollen Pleaſures now are all ſecure, 

The Rack has fix'd my Reputation fair, 

It now ſhines out with ſuch a glaring Light, 

It blinds the Eyes of Jealouſy. | 

By Heav'n I know, were you unkind, or baſe, 
And ſhou'd divulge the Joys I now reſolve to give, 
(So fair my Honour ſtands) it wou'd not be believ'd. 

er. Nay, then the Spirit did not lye: For 1 
Confeſs, I'm now deceiv'd in Womankind. 

Tam. And why deceiv'd ? 

Cou'd you believe theſe Eyes, the Stars of Love, 
Were fix'd ? not Planets wandring round the World, 
To ſearch and taſte of ſweet Variety ? 

A Husband's Love! Periſh the ſtupid Wretch, 
Whoſe Heart once fir'd, ſeeks not to burn for ever : 
And has a Husband Fuel to maintain the Flame ? 
I ne'er could find it fo: For me! I own, 

An hundred eager Lovers have ſupply d his Room; 
Youth's form'd to melt, and charm a Woman's Heart: 
While he abroad has fought his Country's Cauſe, 
Pve ſtill been raiſing Love Recruits at Home. 

Aer. By all my Hopes, a Strumpet ! 

Tam. But all the Conqueſts that my Eyes have won, 
Are poor and low, compar'd to you : 'To make 
The Monarch of the World deſpair, and weep ! 

Is ſomething ſure beyond the Power of Love: 
It prides my Soul, to think my Frowns have Force, 
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And charms me now, to dreſs my Heart in Smiles. 
Mr. Thy Frowns were Smiles to me; thy Smiles are 
common : 


A Monarch cannot feed on what has pall'd his Slaves. 
Tam You ſeem uneaſy, Sir, permit me touch your Hand, 
To taſte your Kiſſes! Now you're grown fo cold. 
er. Gods! That a Strumpet cou'd appear fo chaſte ! 
Why did I form ſuch monſtrous Hopes, to taſte 
A Woman's Virtue Tis Notion all! 
Lewdneſs and Life, are what they take together. 
Tam. And why! Is that a Name to fright you? 
Why did you woo, unleſs to win my Love? 
How cou'd I yield, unleſs I turn'd a Wanton ? 
Aer. But thou'rt fo foul, I loath thee : 
With looſer Beauties to delight my Blood, 
Such as will ſell their Honour for a Price, 
I'm hourly ſerv'd, and pall'd ! Tis vulgar! No! 
My Hope was here 
To taſte thy Beauty and thy Virtue too: 
But know, that Royal Appetite's above 
The handled Offals of a common Love; 
Thy Virtue tainted, thou haſt loſt thy Charms, 
I now condemn you to your Husband's Arms : 
But fince thy Luſt my furious Love has tam'd, 
As a Reward, take al! my Guards inflam'd ; 
Or if they fail to ſlake thy looſe Deſire, 
So I am free, ſet all the World on Fire. [Ex. Xer. 
Tam. Gods! Can it be? Is then the Face of Vice 
So loathſome, ev'n to the Vicious? 
Triumph, you Guardian Powers of Virtue! 
And let your Caſe of [nnocence this Day, 
To your eternal Glory be recorded; 
For this Eſcape ſhall tell the World a Tale, 
To make your Precepts more ador'd than ever. 
The looſer Beauties now hail bluſh to hear, 
In what Diſgrace their lewd Embraces are, 
A Tyrant luſtſul, and debauch'd with Power, 
In Search of Bliſs, an humble Paſſion wore, 
ConceaPd his Luſt, his ſighted Crown threw by, 
And only hop'd from Loye's Authority 
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But when he found his ſubtleſt Art was vain, 
Unveil'd his Soul, and ſhew'd the Brute again. 
The trembling Nymph inſpir d, for Succour flies 
To looſe Deſire, fafe in that fou] Diſguiſe, 


She palls his Flame, he ſtarts, and dooms her back 
To all that Life can give, or happy Lovers take. [ Exit. 


1 r. 
SCENE, The Palace. 


Enter Nerxes attend: d. 


| Delight, 
I never yet cou'd taſte ſubſtantial joy, 
Or — one Pleaſure more than common Men. 
If I indulge my Appetite, I'm cloy'd ; 
Uneaſy now with what I lately long'd for : 
If when my Blood is high, I taſte of Beauty, 
I loſe the Blifs, becauſe my Power commands: 
The Peaſant there takes more Delight than I, 
That travels thro' Defpair, to ſweet Pc iſc ſſion. 
When deaf to Injuries, I make my Way, 
Thro' cthers Ruin, 
Stern Conſcience ſtops me ſhort, and will be heard, 
She keeps me waking, when the World's at Keſt, 
And ſtuffs my Pillow with a thouſand I horns! [ 4 Shout 
Ha! What mean thoſe Shouts! they found a Mutiny ! 
| Enter Cleontes haſtily. 

Clio. Arm! Arm, my Lord! the City's in a Tumul 3 
Aranthes having forc'd the Priſon Gates, 
Has freed Mardonius from the Dungeon, 
Who drags his Chains along the crowded Streets, 
And calls em brave Rewards for Loyalty. 
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Xer. Infulting Traytor ! 

Cleo. Ar.other Party here produc'd a Rack, 
Stain'd with the Blood of fair Tamira's Wounds ! 
Here in another Place, 

Three dead Virgins, whom you had lately raviſt'd, 
In ſpiteful Pomp were carry'd round the Streets, 
To turn the Peoples Hearts againſt you; 
And I much fear, their Fury will be fatal. 
Xer. Meet they no Oppoſition ? 
The Magiſtrates, do they ſtand idle? 

Clo. They're out indeed; but ſhe an hollow-hearted 
Unarm'd, and unrefolv'd to quell 'em : [Pow er, 
"Tis ſaid that Artabonus too, 
Is raifing Friends to join dem. 

Xer. Let him, Mardonius, and Aranthes be preſcrib'd, 
Set on each Head an hundred Talents 
Meanwhile, to make the Rabble ours, let em 
Have Leave to plunder every Rebel's Houſe, 

Then ſet em all on Fire. 

If Children, Wife, or Scrvant there have Shelter, 

Let none eſcape, but bury all in Flames. 

Alarm the Guards ! bar vp the Palace Gates, and follow 
me. [ Exit. 


Tie SCENE changes to the City. 


Enter Mardonius in Chains, Aranthes bearing his Swwerd, 
Magiſtrates and People ſhouting. 

Aran. Fellows in Arms, and you my Friends of Peace, 
Both equally oppreſs'd beneath a Tyrant's Yoke, 
Behold our Liberty in Chains ; 
This loyal Arm and IIead buſted in Wcunds, 
And watching fer our Country's Peace and Honour, 
Half: ſtarv'd, and fetter'd like a common Traitor; 
Unask'd, and unadvi-'d ot you, have we preſum'd 
(Preſuming firſt, you'd not condemn the Action) 
To force the Priſon, and ſet frce this Man, 
Free from a Tyrant's Power, hut till in Chains; 
If you pronounce em worthily put on, 


Him, 
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Him, and his Sword to your Diſcretion we ſurrender, 
To arm, to execute, or free himſelf and you. 
Is it your Will he be remanded back, 
To end his Life in ſhameful Bonds ? 
Or ſhall he take that Sword, inur'd to Action, 
And lead you forth to brave Revenge, and Liberty? 
People, Arm him ! arm him! Liberty ! Liberty! &c. 
[ They give him the Savard, and unbind him, 
Mar. If ſupple Words, 
My noble Countrymen, muſt ſpeak my Thanks; 
I ſhall appear ungrateful for this 'T ruit repos'd : 
If Blows have Eloquence, [I'll be a Talker: 
Let it ſuffice, that I am free and arm'd. 
Not my own Wrongs ; but yours ſhall edge my Sword, 
Your Liberties infring'd, your Rights deſtroy'd, 
Your ancient Glory ſunk in Sloth and Tyranny ; 
Your ranſack d Houſes, and exhauſted Treaſure, 
Your tender Virgins, and your Wives deflower'd, 
The publick Wrongs, and poor Tamira's Rack, 
Are Stings too venom'd, not to ſwell Reſentment, 
Ev'n to your Wiſhes Height! Once more, I'm Yours ; 
Let Heav'n but ſinile, tho Peas Head lie low, 
I've yet an Arm to ward the Tyrant's Blow. [ Exeunt. 
Omnes. Liberty ! Sc. 
Enter an Officer, and four Soldiers of Artabanus 5 E 
Here, Gentlemen; 
Place yourſelves at the Corner of thus Street, 
While I go privately to the Houſe ; 
If we can bring his Lady fafely to him, 
He'll not be wanting to reward our Care. LA Shout. 
Hark ! the Tumult's near us ! (Fire ! 
Ha ! What means yon glaring Light !— It ſeems ſome 
By Heav'n ! the Houſe of Artabanus all in Flames! 
Nay, 'tis the ſame! I know it by the Portal! lcok! 
Look! how the Rabble ſcramble for the Plunder? 
What thankle s Care they take to fave 
The Plate and Furniture ! fee ! how ſome venture 
Burning, to be Rogues, aud yet would tremble 
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Should an honeſt Cauſe require 'em. 
(Rabble within.) Away with her, &c. 
1it Sold. And fee the "Torrent rowls this Way, 
Of. Ha ! by Heav'n the Lady too! Tamira 
And her Child rudely dragg'd along the Streets. 
(Within.) Away with her! to the Palace] to the King! 
away with her ! 
iſt Sold. What's to be done? We are no Number to 
Off. Let us run back to Artabanus, and if [oppole em. 
Poſſible, bring him down to her Relief, 
Before they carry her to the King ! Run, 

They are upon us. [ Excunt. 
Enter Tamira plunder'd, her Hair and Chaths diforder'd ; 
the Rabble with her Child, ſhe ſtriwing to recover it. 

Tam. O barbarous cruel Men! 
If ye are Men, be touch'd with Human Pity ; 
If you ſeek Blood, take mine, but ſpare 
That harmleſs Babe! Tear not my Heartſtrings from med 
You once were young and innocent yourſelves, 
And now, perhaps, have Children of your on. 
O! Could you bear to ſee em torn by cruel Hands, 
From off their tender Mothers Breaits ? 
Wou'd it not make you bleed, and tear your Hair, 
And pierce the Heav'ns with your ſhrieking Sorrows ? 
1 Rab. Come ! I fay, give her the Child, it has done us 
No Harm, and will do us no Good! 
2 Rab. The Child's my lawful Plunder, and I'll keep it. 
Tam. (Kneeling.) Dear Sir, you look w.th Eyes of Mer- 
Cy on me ; 
If you have Power, command ; if Pity, ſpeak him fair, 
So at your lateſt Hour, may you ſweet Mercy find 
Of Heav'n, as now you ſhew it me. 
But ſee ! his bloody Arm is rais'd ! O ſtop [She rijes. 
The fatal Blow ! O hold ! for Pity hold ! 
See, Sir, I've that will charm you to Compaſſion ; 
This Diamond [ Takes it from her Boſom. 
2 Rab. Ay! That Diamond 


Tam. The firſt dear Pledge of my unhappy Love, 1 
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To fave a more endearing One; 
Weeping I beſtow you: * Tis all th' World 
Of Value I have left me: 
And were I ftarving now for want of Food, 
If this were only left to feed me, wou'd I ſtarve, 
So much beyond my Life I prize its Worth ! 
But oh ! ſo far beyond em both I love my Child. 
2 Rab. Ay ! now I feel the Woman! let's ſee the Ring. 
Tam. Here, gentle Sir, and with it take | 
Ten thouſand Prayers Sir (other Diamond. 
2 Rab You mult have no Child, till I have ſuch an- 
Tam. By all my Woes, I am a Beggar ! 
You cannot be ſo cruel to refuſe me now; 
Believe me! ſearch ! take all ! ſtrip me 
To pinching Cold, to every thing but Shame. 
Tear off this idle Robe, it misbecomes me, 
While that tender Infant needs it. 
3 Rab. Pſhah! away with her ! muſt we ſtand to hear 
A Woman prate ; 
2 Rab. Ay! ay! awey with her! c. 
Jam. My Child ! O ſavage Creatures! 
[Catching at the Felle, fhe falls on the Ground. 
Om. Jo the King, to the Palace! away with her. 
Tam. Ha! tre King ! not all your Force ſhall drag me; 
Thus will I daſh the Ground, aud tear a Paſſage 
To eſcape hm] fierce Thunder ſtr. ke me to the Grave! 
Gape Earth, and take me living down to Horror ! 
Torments ! any Hell! but Life and Shame ! O! [the Hair. 
Om. Drag her! away with her, &c. (They drag her by 
Tam. O cruel! ciuvel Men! [A they are going of. 
Enter NMlardonius, Aranthes, and their Party. 
Mar. Whac means this ftrange Diſorder, Friends? 
Why ſwarm you thus like angry Bees unhiv'd, 
That fting in wild Revenge, or Friend, or Foe ? 
Is it becaule you want a Head to lead you? 
Or do you blindly ferve a Tyrant's Will ? 
Why is this Woman rudely drag'd along? ¶ Wey loe/e ber, 
Tam. Relieve me, Heav'n | as half afraid 
Mar 
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Mar. Now, by my Soul! the fair Tamira. Help ho! 
Tam. Protect me, brave Mardonius ! ¶ Dey raiſe her- 
Mar. Protect! yes, and revenge thee too, Villains! 
Tam. Hold ! I conjure you, hold Good Sir, be mild, 

And ſpeak 'em fair, or that Revenge 

May coſt me dearer than my Life— my Child ! 

Mar. Ha! forego the Infant, Slaves! 

Or by the lifted Fury of this Arm 
Tam. Oh! do not fright em, Sir! ſee! they're merciful 

And kind ! they will not hurt the Babe ! 

Dey ſet down the Child, which runs into her Arms- 
Alar. Whence comes this Infolence, you Hounds ! 

You hungry yelping Curs, that run at all, 

Wahence Miichief cries halloo ! 

Is Innocence your Game? Hence! to your Kennels, Dogs! 
On. Fly! fly! &c. [ Beats em off. 
Aran. Let em run on, they are not worth Puriuit, 

Their Fear will ſoon diſperſe em. 

. Tam. But where's my Lord, my Artabanus, Sir ? 

Why is it he's not with you ? 

Mar. Having expected him e'er this to join us, 

We ſent to know th' Occaſion of his Delay, 

And every Moment wait his Anſwer. 

Aran. And ſee, Sir, the Meſſenger is return'd. 
Enter an Officer. 

Mar. Now ! Have you ſeen the General ? 

Ofi. My Lord, I found him poſted on a little Hill 

Without the City ; 

From whence, enrag'd, he ſaw his Houſe in Flames, 

And led his Men with Fury down to join you : 

As he was marching on, 

An Officer (whom juſt before h'had ſent 

To find, and bring his Lady to him) 

With breathleſs Haſte inform'd him, that the Rabble, 

Were that very Moment dragging her to the Palace : 

At this he trembled, and his Lips grew pale ; 

But on a ſudden, ſtarting from the Fir, 

He march'd his Numbers in diſorder'd Haſte, 
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Strait on to th' Palace, reſolving there 

To force the Guards, to die, or reſcue her ; 

And this delays him, Sir. 
Mar. Ill tim'd, and dangerous Error 

But haſte ! away again, and tell him 

His Tamira's ſate-with me—-If he ſhou'd force 

The Guards, he runs into the Jaws of Death. 
Tam. O! fly before the Danger meets him. [Ex Of. 
Mar. Some on before to ſtop the Fire 

Tamira be your Care, Aranthes, 

While I with theſe march on to his Aſſiſtance. Ex. Tam: 

Enter a fecond Officer, wounded. and Aran. 

Of. Arm! Arm! 
Mar. How now, Soldier! What mean theſe Wounds ? 
Offi. My Lord, they faintly ſpeak our General's Dan- 
Mar. Where is he? [ ger. 
Of. This Moment ſtorming at the Palace-Gate, 

J left him there demanding his Tamira, 

And threat' ning, if reſus d, to bury it in Aſhes. 

At which the King, in mad Revenge, grown deſperate, 

Threw him an Handkerchief diſtain'd with Blood, 

And cry'd, take there ! there's all that's left 

Of thy Tamira now, the reſt of her is cold. 

Swell d with that Sight, he flew with Fury on the Guards. 

And now, impatient of Revenge, like Wildfire, throws 

Deſtruction round him for a Time; 

But muſt at laſt expire, and let his curious Foes C held it, 

With ſafe Amazement, view the wond'rous Shell that 

Alas! I fear you'll be too late: But yet Ruin. 

There's Hope in Haſte, my Lord, to ſtem this Flood of 
Mar. O fatal Error! on to the Palace ! march! [ Exeunt. 


SCE NE, The Palace. 


An Alarm is heard, ſeveral run der the Stage, and 
Xerxes in Diſorder, 


Omn. Fly! fly! they are entring ! they are upon us: 
fly ! [Exeunt. 

Xer. Confuſion ; How the Slaves forſake me ! 
T hey've caught me in the Snare | nor can I ſcape em * 
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Let em go all! Pl ſtand the Shock alone 
The fearful Stag at Bay will fight, 

Will die reveng'd upon his Hunters; 

And the fierce Lion's wilder in the Toll : 
Shall Danger ſhake a Monarch's Soul? 
Now by my Crown's Kight, Royal Majeſty, 
I will not fall! What, hoa ! my Beaver Slaves! 
I'll put the Godhead on, and Deſtiny 

Shall tear her idle Scrols of Fate decreed ; 
For ſhe has written falſe of me! I will not die, 
Nor ſhall my Foes have Power to face me 

Thus with this aweful Front, 

PFll look the raging God within, [Shout and Claſbing. 
And frown 'em into Fear !wlThou pale-fac'd Slave 
Enter a Soldier. 

Sol. My Lord, your Guards are half deftroy'd, 
The reſt revolted all to Artabanus, 
Who like a Deluge, with his Force comes rowling in. 
Aer. Let him rowl on! 
He meets a Rock will ſtand unmov'd his Roar, 
And daſh him into Dew. [Shout again. 
Enter Artabanus preſſing back his Followers. 
Art. On Pain of Death, let no Man follow me 
Xer. How dareſt thou, Slave? 
With that rebellious Face, confront thy King, 
Or tempt the Vengeance of a waking Deity ? 
Art. When Kings are caſt in Melds divine, 
We find their Actions great and pitiful : 
Pity's the nobleſt Compoſition of a God. 
But thou haſt none! No ſoſt Compaſſion ever touch'd thee. 
Tygers and Wolves, to thee, are tame ! See here, 
[The Handkerchief. 
The rueful Flag proclaims thee worſe than Tyrant : 
Or if a nearer Name can reach thee Devil ! 
er. Traytor 
Art. From any Mouth but thine, wou d ſhock my Soul. 
Or if I am a Traytor, 
Eva thoſe juſt Powers that gave me Virtue, 
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When they behold the Wrongs that raisd my Arm, 
Will fure allow, I was not prompt co III, 

Not eaſily diſloyal — My Virtue did its Part: 

If held, it ſtruggled ſtoutly to be tame. 

But here's a Force would break the ſtrongeſt Hold, 
And turn ev'n Pity to Revenge and Rage. 

If yet the Horror of the Deed 

Has left thee Temper, ſpeak ! What had the poor 
Tamira done, to merit ſuch a Death ? 

Why haſt thou kill'd 
The tendereſt Mother, and the ſofteſt Wife ? 

Aer. But that I know to ſay, will gall thy Heart, 
Fd ſpurn thee, Traytor, for this bold Demand; 
Daring to ask a Reaſon of thy Monarch's Will : 
But, as a God, to Thunder-ftrike thy Soul, 

I tell thee, Slave, I Whor'd her to a Diſ-liking, 
And then ſhe was unfit for Life : 
Nor cou'd I brook to let her live for thee, 


Aſter the Stamp of Royal Love was on her. {his Words 
Axt. O ſavage! bloody Tyrant! The Horror of 
Has numb'd my Senſes, and drowns my weak Revenge 
in Tears. 
Xer. Now by my Glorious Brother in the Skies, 
My Words have more than Power of common Kings; 
They're ſomething near! "Tis Second Fate 
To ftrike this hardy Soldier pale with Fear! 
He weeps ! he dies! —TI've look'd him to a Ghaſt ! 
Art. And art thou dead ! Our Infant-Love for ever 
— No more of Woman now — Farewel ! [parted. 
Nor need I this to dry my Tears, 
The Thirſt of Vengeance rages in my Blood, 
And drinks em faſter then they flow 


Hear, hear me, Gods! Revenge your Heads prophan'd ; 

And as the Cauſe, the woeful Cauſe, is yours, [ Kneels. 

So from his Arm ( your not unwilling Inſtrument) 

Hurl ſwift Deſtruction to the Tyrant's Heart — (Fool! 
Xer. 1 laugh at all that Fate can do! Come on, raſh 

And if thy Life's a Pain, (as, ſure, a Rebel's _ KB 
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Thus Hand to Hand oppos'd, Death never took 
A Nobler Form to face the 

Art. Now, by the Sun's refulgent Ray, 

I meet thee worthy of my Rage. 
Oh! I cou'd thank thee that thy Blood's fo high: 
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That Manly Fury in thy Kyes tranſports me! 


It ſets the Noble Front of Honour in my View, 
And heightens my Revenge with Glory. 
[They fight ; and after ſome Paſſes, Xerxes ſpeal:. 
er. Confuſion ! How he dallies with my Fury! 
But thus I pour it all at once 
And certain ſend thee to the Shades. 


Art. And thus the Gods re- pay thee== Both fall. 
Aer. Furies! and Hell! They've ſtruck me now in. 
But if there be Hereaſter, I'll revenge it ſtill: [deed ! 
Rebellion from the loweſt Shades ſhall riſe, 
And give 'em freſh Alarms of War, 
More dreadful than their puny Giants Rage : 
The deſperate Fiends, by me to Freedom led, 
Shall daſh their Chains againſt their Cryſtal 'Tow'rs, 
And ſhake their Heav'n to Horrour ! — Oh! I am faint 
My guſhing Blood flows inward to my Throat. 
And drives our Life before it! Ha ! tis falſe ! 
I am not dying! No! I'm weary of the World, 
And now will ſleep for ever ! 
Art. When I behold this Sight, I with to follow thee . 
Death cannot be more terrible ; 
His Hand is on me, and his Looks are mild. 
To be no more, is now to be moſt happy, 
Oh, for a Friendly Witneſs of my Glory! Hark 
My Fortune's kind, I hear em coming [4 Trumpet 
Enter Mardonius and his Party. 
Oh! welcome Friend! My Fellow-Soldiers, welcome 
See there the Wounds of Perfia cur d, the 'T'yrant's dead: 
By me he fell, and poor Tamira is reveng'd. 
Mar. Horror! on Horror! Thy Tamira lives! 
And comes with eager Love to meet thy Arms: 
Oh! rather had ſhe died, than thus to meet thee ! 


Art. 
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Art. What means my Friend? Tamira living ? 

Mar. Run ! Haſte, and tell her of this bloody Chance! 
If ſhe would ſee her Husband, ſhe muſt fly. [Exit a Sol. 
Alas, my Friend ! That gory Handkercher [dier 
Was only by the Tyrant thrown to gall thee : 

Thy poor Tamira lives] This Moment dragg'd along 
By the rude Rabble, I redeem'd her ſafe. 
But hark! Aranthes brings her on! He faints ! 

[4 Trumpet at a diſtance, 
O Cruel ! Gods! can you not lend one Hour 
To a departing Lover! 

Art. Grieve not for me | Give to my Wife thy Tears; 
She'll need a Friend's Compaſſion : Let not her Sorrows 
(For I know ſhe'll mourn my Fall) be deſperate : 

Her little Infant will require ſome Care ; 

I charge her, live for that 
Commend me to her Heart, and let her know, 

My lateſt dying Words, and Thoughts, 

Conſeſs d her loving, more then Life belov d [Diss. 

Mar. He's gone ! O Freedom dearly bought 
Unwelcome Peace ! Without the Life that gave it. 

But fee, his frighted Widow comes! O mournful 
O piteous Woman ! [Thought ! 
Enter Aranthes, <vith Tamira : She runs to the Body. 

Tam. Where ! where's my bleeding Lord ? Stand off! 
O give him to my Arms! Ha !—Speechlefs and pale! Oh! 

Aranthes. Help ho; ſhe ſinks; lets raiſe her from him. 

Tam. Oh ! we muſt never part, 

But with more Pain than Bodies loſe their Souls. 

Dear Sir, for Pity's Sake oppoſe me not: 

Ev'n in your Eyes I read a Friend's Concern ; 

But mine's a nearer Tye! a Wife! Alas! % 

I was his Wife, his tender Wife belov'd. [thy Aid. 
Mar. Indeed, I pity thee : But yet, call Reaſon to 
Tam. Ah! Dol not, my Lord? Are not my Tears 

my Duty ? —— 
Have I not cauſe to tear my Fleſh, to bleed, 


o 
1 L a — 
- 
- 


An 


* 
— — — x — 
2 
— 


e 71 


And daſh me on the Ground? 
Oh! cou'd my Tears but fall like Showers from Heav'n, 
This diſmal Object, ſure, wou d drown the World. 

Mar. Be comforted, fair Creature 
Nothing is ours : Nature but lends us Life. 

Since Death's a Debt that all muſt pay 

Tam. Since he his dead, is there a Comfort left me ? 
Oh! I cou'd out-weep the Southern Clouds! Away, 
And give my Sorrows Room : Stand off ! 

And let me fill my Arms with Woe : | Embracing the Body. 
Grudge me not this ! 'This Eaſe of Miſery indulg'd, 
Let me but talk a while, and gaze, and kiſs 

His cold, unfeeling Lips, and you ſhall ſee me quiet ; 
Huſt'd as the Cradle-Babe, 

When chidden by its angry Parent to a Slumber. [Weeps 

Aran. Give her her way, my Lord ! [over him. 
Her Grief {wells higher when oppos' d. 

Mar. By Heav'n, this ſtubborn Heart, that has, 
Walked by a Heap of groaning Foes, [unmov'd 
At this fad Sight is melted down to Woman. 

Tam. Huſh | — Who's that, weeps ſo loud! — You'll 

wake my Lord. 
He is not well, he flumbers, and a cold, 
Damp Sweat is on his Brow! O my poor Love! 
Hark ! hark! He calls me in his Sleep! He chides ; 


Says I am unkind, and fear to follow him ! 


As if the Terror were not in Life behind him! Ha! 
What means this friendly Weapon at my Brealt ? 
It looks not, ſure, as if the Hand of Chance, 
But Love, had laid it, to relieve my Woes ! 
Ti 10! — "T'was Love: —and Love applies it here 
[She flabs herſelf with her Husband's Sword. 
Aran. O fatal Deed ' 
Mar. O raſh Deſpair ! 


Tam, Call it not raſh, when there's ſuch Eaſe in Death. 
But Death, alas! is never wholly kind, 
For tho I'm pleas d to think I had not Power 
T” out live my Lord, yet, Oh! it grieves my 1 
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That I hove robb'd an Infant of its Mother. 
Oh! be a Friend to that; and teach him, Sir, 
To keep the Middle-Paths of Active Liſe, 
When wild Ambition, or two powerful Love, 
With eager Heat would drive him bindly on ; 
Be kind, and warn him with his Parents Ruin. [Dies 
Mar. There broke 
The tend'reſt Heart that ever ſigh'd in Love: 
But Love was her Undoing ; for once, 
In wild Revenge, to right her Love betray'd, 
She ſtruck a Ponyard to the Villain Memner's Heart. 
The Gods have frown'd ; but Men muſt pity her: 
Nay, Heav'n but half reſents her Faults, gives her 
A kind, a not untimely Death: Twas then 
Too late to live, when all ſhe lov'd was gone. 
Remove the Bodies, never more to part : 
Living, one chaſte Bed ; now one Grave ſhall hold 'em. 
[Turning to Xerxes. 
But here, the Gods with Terror ſtrike Mankind; 
Let Kings and jarring Subjects hence be warn'd, 
Not to oppreſs, or drive Revenge too Far : 
Kings are but Men, and Men by Nature err; 
Subjects are but Men, and cannot always bear. 
Much ſhou'd be born before Revenge is ſought: 
Ever Revenge on Kings is dearly bought. 
Yet, to our Woes, the Gods this Comfort give ; 
From thoſe that die, the Living learn to live. 
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